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CHAPTER ONE 


The busty blonde doing her weary strip had her audience 
yawning 
in their seats. Flinging a soiled brassiere at a balding man in 
the front 
row, she swung her breasts in a circular gyration that, for a 
few 
seconds, created a slight stir. But when the tassels attached 
to her 
nipples came to a halt the boredom set in once more. 


‘Bloody pathetic,’ Boots Welling mentioned. 'I've seen 
better 
performances behind a block of flats!’ 


Chris Shay nodded sleepily. 'Let's get the hell back to The 
Swan. 
We don't need her type of stimulation. ' 


Boots smiled to himself. He certainly didn't. Chris had been 
the 
enthusiast, drooling over the nudes pasted to a board 
outside the sleazy 
club. All the arguments against going inside at an exorbitant 
fee hadn't 
put Chris off. 


‘You ready?' Chris asked, finishing his weak beer. 


'I was ready before we came in,' Boots reminded for a final 
dig. 


The blonde got down to a G-string. Her thighs looked like 
plucked 
chickens legs - thin and scrawny. Her eyes stared straight 
ahead 
glassily, not even noticing the hasty departure of the pair. 


The hefty doorman turned and glared as Boots reached the 
dirty hall 
leading to the street. 'Wot's wrong mates? Didn't she excite 
you 
enough?’ 


Boots snapped. 'She couldn't excite a porn photographer!' 
He 
pushed past the man jabbed a finger at one of the teaser 
nudes on the 
wall. 'What happened to her? Sold her to a randy Arab?’ 


Chris chuckled and added, 'They borrowed that one from 
my old 
man...' 


Leaving the doorman fuming, they walked along South 
Street. 
Saturday evening crowds formed outside the Odeon, others 
hurrying to 
any one of another destinations. Some couples just window 
shopped 
but they were in the minority. Traffic clogged the one-way 
system, held 
up by a set of lights that had been condemned by a flood of 
letters to the 
local rag. 


Boots dug hands into trouser pockets and asked, 'How 
much have 
you got?’ 

Chris snorted, 'Not bleedin’ much! | didn't get paid this 
week.’ 


‘Why not?’ 


‘| took yesterday off!’ He laughed and kicked a tin into 
the gutter. 
‘There was this bird... ' 


‘You and your bloody women!' Boots muttered. 'Don't 
you ever 


think about the future?4 
‘Yeah - like where do | get it tomorrow!’ 


They entered Salisbury Road. Old-fashioned terrace 
homes tried 
desperately to keep up with the neighbouring bungalow 
estates and 
high-rise apartment blocks without much success. The 
ancient facades 
suffered from decay and a succession of occupants, most 
nowadays 
students at the nearby University. 


‘If the guv doesn't let us have football on the telly I'm 
taking my 
custom to The Oak,' Boots declared. 


Chris scowled. 'I can't get interested in the game any 
more. Christ, 
remember how it was when we all went for a bit of aggro?’ 
He sighed 
nostalgically. 


Boots could remember as if it was just yesterday. They'd 
been 
terrors, all right. But not like the bunch of kids packing the 
terraces 
today. He'd quit attending his favourite sport a year ago. 
And all 
because he couldn't abide the louts and hooligans out to 


ruin what had 
been a fabulous sport. 


‘If | had me way I'd kick the shit out of every terrace 
terror,’ Chris 
said angrily. 


Time, the old adage said, heals everything. Boots 
couldn't accept . 
this. Time had never rescued him from the smears of 
workmates and 
others. He'd been a skinhead but those days were long 
gone. He had a 
decent job now, a girlfriend whom he would marry soon if 
everything 
went according to plan. Yet, people still kept calling him a 
"skin". A 
football maniac. An aggro-merchant. A boot-boy. 
'Ex-skin,' he said vehemently. 
‘Eh?' Chris looked at his mate in puzzlement. 


Boots laughed. 'Sorry -1 was thinking about the old days 
and what 
we aie now.’ 


Chris shrugged off the remark. 'I wonder if they'll have 
us on telly 
tonight?’ 

‘You're bloody hopeful,’ Boots said and angled across the 


road. 'If. 
you're not in the First Division they don't want to know.’ 


‘Ten to one they've got Leeds or Chelsea or Arsenal.’ 


Boots chuckled. 'You couldn't pay off you're bust!’ He 
saw a few 
blokes entering The Swan. From the outside the pub 
looked like most 
along the Thames - old, in sad need of a paint job. Inside, 


though, the 

guv had worked hard to make both lounge and public bar 
acceptable to 

his patrons. Considering that Boots believed in modernity 
it usually 

surprised his companions to hear him occasionally rave 
about pubs he'd 

visited - the ones with low ceilings and oak beams and 
copper 

everywhere. It was this which made The Swan his 
favourite. They had 

brass and horseshoes and a few beams near the huge, 
open fireplaces. 


‘Isn't that Tom Young?' Chris asked. 


‘Yeah!' Boots scowled. Tom and he did not hit it off since he 
found 
the other trying to date his girlfriend. Maybe they'd stuck 
together far 
too long. Tom hadn't changed as much as Chris. Certainly 
not as 
much as himself. The skinhead notion that every bird was 
fair game 
within the group didn't count nowadays. 


‘Bloody hell, you're not still harpin' on that? Chris asked 
worriedly. 


‘Naw, but | can't forgive easily. He knew we were talking 
about a 
wedding ....' 


They reached the pub and entered. Quite a few customers 
glanced 
round and nodded, returning to their drinks and private 
conversations. 
Smoke drifted in layers but the spaciousness kept it from 


being 
overpowering. 


‘What're havin', mates?' Tom Young asked, going to the 
bar. 


Boots hesitated. Chris took over, determined to stall any 
possible 
confrontation between the pair. 'Mine's beer and he's on 
Shorts. ' 


Going to a large table, the newcomers took their places for 
the usual 
Saturday night gathering. They'd been holding these 
"football 
discussions" for some years. Tanking up for the Match Of 
The Day 
television presentation. 


‘Bleedin' quiet,’ Paul Tite remarked. 'l've a sneakin' feelin’ 
the guv's 
gonna ask us to leave before the game.’ 


Boots growled. ‘There's always the Oak.' 
Chris laughed. "Yeah, and the lousy beer!’ 


Tom came back with a tray. Almost insolently he put Boot's 
drink 
on the table first. All the others were on beer and he 
showed his 
chagrin by calling out, 'Paul, beer. Chris, beer. Robin, beer. 
Bruce, 
beer...’ 


‘You forgot Boots' short,' Welling said. 


Their eyes clashed in hate. 'Mate, you've got a round 
comin' up... 
I'll have a short, too.' Tom vowed. 


Chris acted as peacemaker again. 'We went to The Doll’s 
House 
tonight. Jeeze, what a bloody boring bunch of tit-swingers 
they've got!’ 


Paul snickered and nudged Robin. 'They went to the bloody 
Doll's 
House. Christ, they're desperate. I'm, not sure | want him 
sitting next 
tome...' 


Chris felt his mate's leg. 'You're cute, babe,' he said. 
‘Shut that door!' Robin quipped. 


Tom slumped into his chair. 'l'm bored,' he announced. 
‘There's 
nothing in this town to give a bloke a bit of the old aggro 
anymore. ' 


‘Try the terraces,' Boots suggested. 
‘You don't,’ Tom accused. 


‘Bloody right!’ Boots answered quickly. 'Who'd enjoy a 
match with 
a girlfriend with those little bleeders doing their thing!’ 


Tom backed down when Chris kicked his ankle beneath the 
table. 
He grinned idiotically and shrugged off the brewing battle. 
‘Okay what 
do we do?’ 


Robin Goodfellow contorted his face into a most hideous 
grimace. 
During the height of their popularity, his skin-mates had 
called him 
rubber-chops. And he still was! 'Start a terrorist 
organisation? Plant 
dummy bombs and watch the fuzz run?’ 


Boots glared. 'That's the most stupid suggestion I've ever 
heard,' he 
snarled. 'Chrissakes, ain't we bloody against those 
bastards?’ 


‘| bloody am!' Chris said emphatically. 
‘Me, too,' Paul chirped. 
Robin winced. 'I was only joking,' he lamented. 


'We don't need those kind of jokes,’ Boots said. 'Okay, 
maybe we 
did have a few run-ins with the fuzz but they're doing a 
damned good 
job protecting us against those murdering Eire bastards ...' 


Tom sank his beer, rattled the empty glass on the table 
and said, 
‘I'm ready for another. Who's buying?' and stared straight at 
Boots. 


‘Get him a double-Scotch,' Boots told Chris and left a fiver 
on the 
table. 'And ask the guv if we're going to see telly.’ 


Bruce sank his drink. 'I'll have a short if Boots doesn't mind 


this crap makes me sick. ' 


Chris looked disgusted. 'Funny how some bloody guys can 
swill 
pint after pint and then change to Scotch when they're 
being treated!' 
He bent across the table and practically pushed his nose 
against Bruce's. 
‘Next round is yours, mate!’ 


As Chris went for the drinks Bruce turned to Boots 
apologetically. 
'| didn't 


Boots waved his excuse aside. 'Skip it!’ He glared at the 
telly's 
blank screen. 'If that bloody rugger crowd object to us 
seeing the game 
I'll 

Bruce wanted to make amends, guilt consuming him. ‘Let's 
geta 
few bottles and go back to my house. The old man won't 
mind.’ 

The group exchanged glances. Boots considered the offer 
but did 
not commit himself before Tom spoke. He liked Bruce even 
although 
the other had a habit of sponging. 


‘Not me!' Tom declared. 'I'm staying here!’ 


Paul immediately went along with his mate. ‘I'd hate 
missing out 
on the birds,' he mentioned. 'Like her. He gestured at a girl 
with the 
rugby boys. Willowy, blonde and showing an expanse of 
thigh. 


Boots spoke for Chris as well when he said, 'Okay, Bruce. 
I'll get 
the booze if you're sure there won't be trouble for you after 
we've left.’ 


‘Hell,’ Bruce grinned, ‘I'm always in the shit at home. If it 
isn't one 
thing it's another.' He checked the remaining members of 
their old mob 
and got negative shakes of the heads. 'Just perfect,’ he 
mentioned then. 
‘We've only got a few spare chairs. . .' 


Boots wanted to laugh but didn't. Watching colour 
television in the 
comfort of a home appealed better than straining ears and 
eyes in the 
pub for a black and white small screen favour. And that's 
what it had 
come to. The rugby crowd had almost taken over at the 
Swan. Ever 
since the skinheads faded gently away they'd moved in... 
more and 
more every Saturday night. All yakking about the Sunday 
game and 
Singing their dirty songs. 


Chris brought the drinks back and scowled. 'Bloody guv.. 


Boots grinned. Tom wouldn't change his mind now. But 
he'd be in 
the shit with his special pals. They'd all had an equal 
opportunity to 
take up Bruce's invitation. And they'd all followed Tom's 
leadership, 
with refusals. 


Fifteen minutes later, Bruce pushed the door open and 
held it for 
Chris and Boots to make their dignified exit. ‘That Tom's 
gettin' too 
big for his Squires.' he chirped. 'He'd like to be the Kung Fu 
of. . .' 


Chris interrupted. 'Hey, hold it! That reminds me... 
there's a new 
club opening next week.' He grabbed Boots's arm. 'A Kung 
Fu club! 
We could join and... ' 


Bruce snorted. 'And get the hell chopped out of us!' 


They strolled along Salisbury Avenue, peering into every 
uncurtained window in the off-chance of catching some bird 
doing her 
tease in the nude. This had been one of their old pastimes 
ever since 
actually seeing a wife parade naked for her husband and 
then getting 
seized and carried off to another room. Bedroom, 
presumably. 


Boots thought about the Kung Fu bit. He'd watched the 
telly series. 
All that flashback and training with the priests gave him the 
willies. 
He didn't mind the up-to-date stories and the way Caine 
handled 
himself, but the Chinese wisdom left him high and dry on an 
intellectual plateau. 


‘Ahhhh! Chaaa! Haffrrah!' Chris shouted, going through the 
motions of killing an opponent with legs kicking, fingers 
stiffly 
extended and lunging. 

Boots kicked Chris in the arse. 'Cut it out,' he warned. 


'You'll have 
the fuzz after us!' 


Chris simmered down but insisted, 'Why can't we join this 
club, 
Boots? I'd like to learn how to defend myself!' 


Bruce growled, 'Like the bleedin’ bastard can't already ...' 


CHAPTER TWO 


DRESSING in his best gear, Boots Welling thought about 
the Kung 
Fu club. During the match on television, Chris had brought 
up the 
Subject several times. Although he had steadfastly refused 
to entertain 
joining then he'd slept on it and ... He studied his mirrored 
reflection. 
He looked better than he had when terrorising the terraces. 
No, that 
was wrong! His skinhead aggro hadn't been a reign of terror. 
Not 
compared to what was happening today. Oh, sure, he'd 
gone for rival 
fans and put the boot in. 


He smiled at his image. Boot in. .. Boots Welling! A 
combination 
of surname and activity. Even before he embraced the 
Skinhead cult his 
school-mates had nicknamed him Boots. We//ing-ton boots, 
naturally. 


A five-eight, barrel-chested, ruggedly handsome reflection 
smiled 
back. Grey eyes and firm mouth quirked in solo admiration. 
He gave 
his hair the "bounce" treatment. Remembering the days 
when nothing 
could have caused a ripple on his close cropped adornment. 


Sunday ... nothing to do except visit the girlfriend. That, 
in itself, 
meant the helluva difference to his former drag-around life. 
But he 
couldn't stand his future mother-in-law's ideas for enjoying 
the Sabbath. 
Sitting in the lounge, reading the newspapers, going for 
dinner and 
retiring again to the lounge and switching on the box. 


No jokes. No laughs. No bits on the side ... 


He went to a drawer and opened his bank book. Some of 
the wild 
spending he'd been accustomed to during his skinhead 
heydays had 
made its mark. He had a mere three hundred in the black. 
Considering 
the wages he'd drawn for years that should have read three 
thousand. 


Skinhead days. 


He loved thinking back. They'd been wonderful times. 
Mates all 
a-go-go for aggro and the kicks of hearing chanting 
Supporters really 
rooting for the home team. Away games and the punch-ups 
but none of 
yer actual savagery. Going to Wembley for an England 
match. Glued 
to the telly for a World Cup series... and the bitter 
disappointment of 
seeing England go out. They'd been grand days. 


All behind him now, though. The skinhead cult had 
vaporised, 
vanished. They'd all grown older. Accepted responsibilities. 


Gotten, 
as the Americans said, wiser. 


A brochure about night classes caught his eye. He screwed 
it into a 
twist and dropped it in his trashcan. He couldn't honestly 
see himself 
sitting with a bunch of posh-nosed students trying to grasp 
the basics 
handicrafts of maths, oil painting, accountancy~ or any of 
the hundred 
other subjects that were offered. He finished dressing and 
left the 
house. When he got married he'd find a small cottage out in 
the 
country - not far from town but far enough away to let him 
enjoy an 
unpolluted vista and none of this estate deal. He loathed 
being cooped 
up with hundreds of others inside an open prison. He 
nodded to several 
old women whose sole pleasure in life consisted of tearing 
this or that 
neighbour apart. All smiles and behind the back knifing. 


Taking a short cut he passed the newly formed "School Of 
Chinese 
Martial Arts". A notice in a window of the rambling old 
house 
informed the public that Classes begin Monday. Enrolment 
forms 
available inside. The door bore a smaller piece of cardboard 
saying: 
Open 9 a.m. till 9 p.m. Closed Sundays. 

There was no mention of fees and Boots wondered if he 


could 
honestly afford what was, in a sense, a luxuty. He had this 


thing about 

saving for his forthcoming marriage. No guy should, in his 
estimation, 

venture into a lifetime of coupling minus the wherewithal to 
provide a 

home and minimal comforts for the bride. He almost 
thought blushing 

bride but brushed that one aside. His bird hadn't blushed 
since he... 

He laughed inside. Naughty me! 


By Monday morning his mind was made up... 


He became an absent worker until ten o'clock. Sunday's 
disastrous 
quarrel doing more to convince him that he needed an 
outlet for his 
natural energies. God, his girlfriend's mother was a bloody 
Tartar. A 
know-all know-nothing with the determination of a leech. 
She clung to 
any decision she made regardless of proof proving how 
wrong she 
could be. 


Entering the "school" he waited in a bare, cold hall until 
Jack. 
Hooper deigned to interview him. The walls closing in on 
him all 
carried posters showing short, squat Chinese in various 
positions of 
attack and defence. Under each, in attached penmanship, 
were names 
like "The Leopard Fist", "Eagle's Claw", "Eye of the 
Phoenix" and, 
"Tiger Head". 


Bloody, hell - Caine's stuff isn't so far off, Boots thought. 


At that moment Hooper stepped through a door and 
smiled. 
‘Welcome to the "School",' he said. 'I'm Jack Hooper, your 
instructor. ' 


Boots sensed something. He'd known wrong 'uns in the 
past and 
been able to sniff them out. He got the same impression 
from Hooper 
yet. .. He shelved the notion and put it down to the man's 
appearance. 
So typical of those Chelsea "Shed" skins... 


Hooper kept smiling; disarmingly. His flat-nosed features 
had all 
the characteristics of an East End of London spiv, wartime 
variety. 


‘I'd like to have details about the course,' Boots began. 


‘Ah, yes ...' Hooper sounded less enthusiastic. 'We have 
a form 
here which. ..' 


‘Can't you tell me?' Boots asked. 'I'm late for work!’ 


Hooper sighed and placed hands on his uniformed hips. 
He wore a 
white jacket with black trim and a white belt holding this in 
position. 
Black trousers and black plimsolls. 'The course consists of 
eighteen 
lessons for which we charge thirty-six pounds. ' 


‘In advance or pay as you learn?' Boots asked. 


‘| ask for ten pounds on enrolment and the balance over 
the eighteen 
weeks of the complete course,' Hooper said. 


‘Just one night a week?' Boots asked. 


Hooper went to a battered desk in a comer of the 
entrance hall. 
Opening a drawer he extracted a photograph of himself 
and a sheaf of 
papers. 'These,' he said, ‘will tell you all the particulars. If 
you're 
interested I'd be happy to elaborate .. .' 


Boots nodded with a huge grin. The language did not 
match up 
with the face and he figured Hooper had taken a crash 
course himself in 
how to deal with prospective clients. 


‘Feel free to visit us for a demonstration any time.’ 


Boots left with the literature tucked into his pocket. He 
didn’t have 
the inclination to study it then. Earning his daily bread came 
first. 
He'd have a bad enough session with the boss for being an 
hour late... 


All day long Boots kept mulling over the Kung Fu bit. His 
work 
suffered to such an extent he got quite a few rockets. By 
five-thirty he 
was cheesed off and ready to hand in his notice. But he 
somehow 
managed to control his temper and took off like a seared 
rabbit from a 
pack of greyhounds. She wouldn't want him to start afresh. 
No road! 


A304...D17...Bk573... 


Part numbers rattled through his noggin. He mentally 
dived a hand 
into the bins for the various components. Being a stock 
clerk for an 


automotive concern could be the shits! Remembering where 
this or that 

was, and that certain makes of cars required specialised 
items, had 

driven him almost crazy more than once since he started 
working for 

Beare Motor Supplies. 


So, Okay - it was a job and not bad pay according to the 
unskilled 
labour charts. With a bit of overtime he took home a clear 
thirty-four 
quid. And there were perks he had not yet had. Like spares, 
on the 
cheap if he owned a car. One day, though... 


After dinner he retired to his room and got out the Kung Fu 
pamphlets. He read... 


‘No one lightly passes along the secrets of the ages unless 
he feels 
that the pupil honestly wishes to prove himself a diligent, 
loyal and 
hardworking student of a physical art form which existed 
when the 
majority of Britishers were fighting to save their country 
from 
marauding savages. ' 


Page by page he studied the advertising matter, growing 
more 
attuned as he digested the wisdom of the Chinese past. He 
did not 
associate the printed word with Jack Hooper. He couldn't. 
But if 
Hooper came complete with the honours of a "master" he 


had to accept 

the man as an expert and that was all he cared for. The 
ancient 

priesthood meant absolutely nothing. The teachings 
everything. 


By bedtime he had reached his conclusion - he would join 
a Kung 
Fu class! And to hell with the cost - he'd work a few hours 
overtime 
three nights of the week and make up the difference... 


Counting himself there were four guys in the class, but 
Hooper 
made it clear he intended to instruct not less than sixteen. 
Administrative costs, the "Master" said, made it imperative 
to havea 
workable number to cover overheads. Until they got the 
break-even 
total they would be charged half-price and undergo 
warming-up 
exercises. 


‘Muscles,' Hooper finished, 'are not necessary. The peak of 
physical 
fitness is not a requisite of Kung Fu. A hundred pound so- 
called 
weakling with a lightness of foot can ultimately be more 
proficient than 
a muscle-bound ape.' 


Boots was about to ask for his money back when Hooper 
selected 
him and started testing hardness of muscles... 


‘Now here,' Hooper said, ‘is a person who has kept his 
muscles in 


trim. He's going to be a better performer for this. You see, 
men - a fit 

person is very definitely quicker than an unfit individual.’ 
Fingers 

probed Boots's biceps and calf, his spine and shoulder 
blades. 'He 

needs exercises to get everything in fighting shape, mind 
you. Those 

fractions of a second for the brain to send its message and 
havea 

reaction obeyed depend on all the various; muscles co- 
ordinating 

perfectly.’ 


Boots grinned meekly. 'l've been less energetic of late,' he 
said. 


‘You're not in bad condition,’ Hooper replied. 'A few hours 
doing 
essential specialised exercises and you'll be ready for the 
first lesson in 


the martial arts. 1 


Going round his small class, Hooper felt for musclepower 
and gave 
advice to each of the other three. Then, returning to face his 
students 
he said, Tm certain each of you have the qualifications and 
the will to 
make good in a Kung Fu class. But | can't operate at a loss. 
Why don't 
you coax your mates to join us? I'll even go as far as to offer 
a 
reduction in fees. Say, a quid off per trainee enrolled?’ 


Boots jumped in with both feet. 'I'll get three! 1+ 


"Flick" Castle did his stuff - bowing and sweeping the floor 
with an 
imaginary feathered-cap. 'I've got six blokes who'd take the 


course, 1 he 
said, laughingly castigating Boots for his impromptu 
threesome. 


‘I'm not touting for business,' Hooper stressed. 'But you 
guys 
deserve to have your own class .. .' 

He closed his mouth tight, settled on the floor and 
changed the 
subject immediately. 'Okay, let's loosen up, eh?' 


The next night, Boots returned to the school with deposits 
in his 
pocket. Surprisingly, he had been able to convince Chris, 
Robin and 
Paul to join with a minimum of argument. Typically, Chris 
had 
"borrowed" his from Boots... ‘until payday, mate!’ 


A bunch of clean-cut youngsters were in the hall discussing 
their 
first lesson. Each wore expensive gear, a fact which 
registered on 
Boots. 


Hooper appeared like magic and accepted the money. 
‘You'll have 
to excuse me, Welling,' he said. ‘I've got two more classes 
to instruct.’ 


‘Couldn't you swing some of these guys into our group?’ 
Boots 
asked. 


The Kung Fu expert pulled a face. 'They're not in our 
street, 


Welling,’ he explained. 'Your lot have some of the basics 
already.' He 

smiled acknowledgement of Boots's former status. 'They're 
soft.' he 

added by way of a backhanded apology. 


Boots went away wondering about Hooper's methods. The 
three 
guys he'd been with the previous night were all street- 
fighters. Bikers, 
am ex-Hell's Angel and two hard-nuts of the same ilk. He 
didn't 
actually mind being in a class with old enemies. Those 
battles were 
surely behind them and, too, it'd be pleasing to get 
matched against 
Flick when they reached the stage of trying out what they'd 
been taught. 


Flick... 


He didn't like the prospect of having the other taking the 
mickey out 
of him. And Flick would, at every opportunity. The business 
of 
bringing in recruits pointed in that direction. 


Hell, l've got to load the odds in my favour, Boots thought 
and 
hurried to the Swan /f/ can't shame the rest into joining I've 
no right 
to remember the days when I led those skins. . . 


CHAPTER THREE 


HOOPER'S brand of instruction ignored the mysteries 
associated 
with the Chinese martial arts. Instead, he concentrated on 
getting his 
class proficient in the deadliest form of combat ever known 
to mankind, 
Kung Fu. 


Boots Welling felt that something had been left out when 
he bought 
a copy of Chee Soo's Step by Step Guide to KUNG FU. 
Reading the 
introduction he knew for certain. 


Taking Chris aside one evening, Boots told of his suspicions 


‘| don't bloody like it, Chris, he said over drinks in the 
Swan. 'Why 
Should Hooper have all the ex-skins and Bikers in one class? 
Notice 
there isn't another problem background bloke in the whole 
school.’ 

Chris sipped his beer thoughtfully, said: 'Can you blame 
him? | 
figure he's smart keepin’ our lot together. Hell's bells, we 
could 
massacre those public schoolboys!’ 


‘There's more to it than that,' Boots insisted. 


You're imagining things.. .' 
‘Why isn't he reaching us all about Kung Fu, then?’ 
‘Who says he isn't?’ Chris asked. 


‘My book ...' Boots got the paperback from his pocket. 
Tapping it 
he said, 'It's all in here, and | mean all! Man, this bloke 
knows his 
onions. ' 


Chris reached out to examine the publication, but Boots 
whipped it 
back into his pocket. 'Can't 1... ?' 


Boots shook his head firmly. 'No, you bloody can't. I'm still 
waiting for my copy of Skinhead back!' 


‘| told you about that,’ Chris complained. 'How was | to 
know she'd 
nick it?’ 

‘You shouldn't let your casual bits have the freedom of a 
bedroom,’ 
Boots grinned. 'Anyway, buy yourself a copy of this one... 
when you 
get paid,' he hinted. 


‘Christ, | don't understand me at all,' Chris wailed 
dramatically. 'l 
think of you as me mate yet you keep hittin’ below the 
bloody belt! | 
must like suffering!’ 


‘Back to Hooper,' Boots said seriously. 'I'm going to ask 
him about 


our class » oak 


Chris, shrugged nonchalantly. Tell me when. | want to see 
you 
taken down a peg!' He finished his beer. 'Want another?’ 


‘You buying?’ 
‘Not unless you insist. . .' 
‘Pass,' Boots smiled and handed his empty jar across. 


Three nights later, sweat trickling down his sides, Boots 
panted 
after Hooper. 'Excuse me, Jack .. .' he called. 


Hooper swung, waited for the pupil to approach. 


‘Don't get uptight,’ Boots began, wiping perspiration from 
his 
flushed face. 'Somethin's bothering me... ' 

‘Follow me,' Hooper said, swinging on his heels and 
heading for a 
door lettered PRIVATE. With Boots inside the smallish office 
he 
closed the door and leant against it. 'Okay, get it off your 
chest! 


The silence in the office did not help Boots. Nor did the 
man's 
flat-nosed grimness. Shuffling feet, he tried to play it cool. 
‘I've 
noticed our class. ..' 

Nodding slowly, Hooper interrupted. 'Smart kid,' he said as 
if 
reading Boots's mind. 'Since you're way ahead I'll let you in 
ona 
secret. Strictly between us. And don’t mess me around, 
Welling -1 can 
be bloody mean when I'm crossed!’ 


Boots looked straight at the man's hands, the striking 
force of them 
remembered. Only a week ago Hooper had given them an 
exhibition of 
hand versatility, not the closed fist of a boxer but the 


openness of the 
Kung Fu master. 'I won't talk,’ he promised. 


Hooper stalked past his pupil, sat behind a desk. His eyes 
pierced, 
hard as diamonds. ‘You've caught on to this class being 
different from 
the others,’ he said. 'Well, you're right - it is! For a bloody 
good 
reason. Each of you has a history of violence. You an aggro- 
merchant. 
Flick with his motor-bike brigade. I'm no saint, either. I've 
been inside 
more times than you've had arse... .' 


Boots began to relax. 


‘My last visit to the nick taught me a lesson,' Hooper 
continued. 'A 
bloke on his tod doesn't stand a chance today. You've got to 
havea 
gang. He sighed. ‘Unfortunately, the fuzz are wise to most 
of the 
regular crooks. That means you give up crime or recruit a 
new mob... 
guys like you, Welling!’ 


Boots cursed himself for ever getting involved. He kept 
staring 
straight ahead, not daring to meet Hooper's eyes. 


'I intend to train you guys until you're fully expert in Kung 
Fu and 
some of the other Chinese martial arts. When I'm satisfied 
you can 
handle any given situation, I'll make my selections based on 
an ability 
to take orders and carry out assignments to the letter. I've 


got a few 
jobs in mind, and we'll all make a lot of loot!’ 


I've got to make him think I'm willing, Boots thought. 
‘How about it, kid?' Hooper asked. 


Boots sounded enthusiastic. ‘Fabulous, Jack... When will 
we be 
ready?’ 


‘Six or seven weeks. | thought of stepping up the lessons. 
Say... 
twice a week?’ 


‘Suits me,' Boots said. 


‘Not a word, 1 Hooper reminded. ’I'll tell the others. About 
the twice 
a week bit.' He grinned evilly. ‘And the rest when I've 
decided which 
ones are in the team!’ 


Boots lay in bed that night, unable to sleep. So he'd been a 
wild kid. 
That didn't mean he wanted to kick over the traces and go 
back to 
bashing heads or kicking blokes in the balls. He felt secure 
being an 
honest worker. The future as a married man appealed to 
him. His little 
cottage in the country was more than a crazy dream. It was 
all 
ambition, a reality still to come to fruition. 


Hell with Hooper, he thought. /'‘// play along until I can 
safely foil 
his grandiose schemes. 


But how? -a voice inside asked. 


He wouldn't inform to the cops. That wasn't his scene. He 
hated 
people who grassed more than he loathed Hooper's breed. 
Turning over 
he crushed his pillow with a vicious punch and thrust the 
dilemma 
under the surface of his mind. He'd find some way to get 
out from 
under before he had to declare his allegiance on a job ... 


A huge blow-up of a man, front and back view, occupied 
the centre 
of the room. Using a pointer, Hooper tapped on the "model" 
as he 
listed nerve targets and weak areas of the human figure. 
‘Top of the 
head, he said. ‘Temple, right between the eyes, nose, across 
the upper 
lip, chin, throat. He went down the "body" and then covered 
the rear 
in a like manner. When he finished listing the places he 
remarked, 
‘Never forget these areas are extremely vulnerable. You only 
hit 
somebody in one of them if you intend to maim or kill him!' 
Boots shuddered. Flick's eyes gleamed maliciously as the 
information seeped in. 


Chris murmured, 'Blimey!' 


Stepping back, Hooper’s eyes went from student to 
student, 
obviously forming opinions within his own mind. 'I'm going 
to do 
something which is frowned upon in Kung Fu official circles, ' 


he 
announced. 'I am going to let pairs indulge in sparring bouts 


I've been waiting for this, Boots thought. 


‘'dowever, this form of sporting contest is called Ch'i sau. 
As far as 
possible you must not fight back. The idea is to let your 
Opponent exert 
all the pressure he wants and use that strength to your 


advantage. 4 

Flick frowned and asked, 'If he strikes at me I've got to let 
him?’ 

To a large extent,’ Hooper replied. 'Here, let me show 
you.' He 
drew Flick from the circle. Take a riding horse stance...1 


Placing his legs wide apart with both feet pointing 
directly forward, 
Flick bent his knees as much as possible without raising 
his heels off 
the floor, back straight and upright. 


‘Now,' Hooper asked Flick, ‘which way will your opponent 
push at 
you?’ 


Flick considered for a moment, asked, 'Backwards?' 
‘Correct... so you yield how?’ 


Flick imagined a push and went forward onto his toes, 
back bending 
and twisting. 


‘Not bad,' Hooper said. 
‘That's all?’ 


‘For the time being,' the instructor said. 'We don't want 
the hospital : 
wards bulging at the seams, do we?’ 


Boots breathed easier. He'd practised at home, using thé 
knowledge 
he had gained from Hooper and adding to it by reading his 
manual, A. 
mirror technique had helped immeasurably. 


‘What about you, Welling?’ 
‘Eh?! 

‘Are you ready for Ch'i sau?’ 
'I suppose ...'. 


Hooper didn't take kindly to the hesitation. His eyes 
pierced and 
accused simultaneously.. 'Suppose, Welling? Suppose?' 


Boots smiled weakly. 'Well, it's dangerous, isn't it?' 
'Only if you're chicken... ' 


Boots stepped forward, furious. Chicken, indeed! He'd 
never been 
chicken in his whole life. Circumspect, maybe. Nor afraid 
of nothing - 
neither man nor beast! He waited as Flick joined him 
inside the 
painted rectangle on the floor, a leftover from the former 
owners of the 
building. 


'Which one gets first go?' Flick asked eagerly. 
'Welling. 


Flick seemed less happy now. They'd all discovered that 
Hooper did 
not mess about when he gave an order. If he said Flick 
had to be the 


“guinea pig" then no amount of temper would save him 
from a drastic, 

devastating lesson by the master himself if he so much as 
landed a 

telling blow to Boots' body... 


CHAPTER FOUR 


FOR a Wednesday night the Swan was remarkably quiet. 
The guv 
and two of his barmaids stood chatting, now and then 
casting anxious 
glances at the door. Over in a distant corner, Boots and his 
mates sat 
Slowly drinking beers. 


‘It's bloody cold in here,' Robin remarked. 
‘Cheapskate bastard,' Chris said, meaning the guv. 


‘Forget him,' Boots advised. 'What about this deal Hooper 
has 
suggested?’ 


Paul Tite jabbed his cigarette into the ashtray with some 
viciousness. ‘I'm fuckin' worried,' he said. 'If anything went 
wrong I'd 
be sent up for a long time!’ 


Boots nodded agreement. Paul hadn't been one of those 
who had 
escaped his skinheads days without picking up a record. 
None of them 
ever felt Paul deserved his suspended sentence and fine for 
disorderly 
conduct and an assault on a copper. He'd been so pissed at 
the time he 
didn't know what day it was let alone that a fight had 
started. 


‘Mind you,' Paul continued, 'the money sounds good! 


Robin smiled and finished his drink. ‘I'll buy 'em providing 
we 
agree on this proposition. ' 


Boots looked shocked. ‘You're in with Hooper?’ 
‘Why the hell not?’ 


Remembering the Kung Fu expert's warning and the not so 
veiled 
threat, Boots kept his peace. ‘I've got a job. I'm getting 
married. If 
anything went wrong, as Paul said .. .' 


‘Jesus, nothing's going wrong,' Robin said. 'This bloke's 
smarter 
than all the fuzz!’ 


'dow come he's been inside so often then?' Boots asked. 
'He told us,' Paul snapped. 'A loner can't beat the system. ' 


‘Get the drinks.' Boots said vehemently, convinced his 
personal 
battle had ended. Yet, not quite ready to throw in his own 
towel. 


Chris laughed. 'You'll be able to afford that cottage, Boots.' 
‘Oh, sure!’ 


‘Did you see Flick's face when Hooper told us his plans?’ 
Robin 
asked, gathering their glasses. 'l swear he'd kill for kicks!’ 
He departed 
for the bar. 


'| wouldn't trust the bastard as far as I'd throw a flamin' 
elephant,’ 
Paul growled. 


‘Nor me!' Boots agreed. 
"He's got to take orders like the rest of us,' Chris said. 


‘| wonder if he will,’ Boots muttered. Unbeknown to his 
mates he 
was trying to find an out for them all. He had no intention of 
ever 
going outside the law. Not for Hooper! Nor for these blokes! 
Not even 
to get the cash he needed to make that cottage his own! 


‘What'll be the first job?' Paul asked Boots as if their former 
leader 
had been brought into Hooper's confidence. 


‘Something needing strong-arm men,' Boots concluded. 
‘Why else 
the intensified training over the last week!’ 


'I feel like Caine,’ Robin remarked, bringing their new 
drinks. 
‘Mind you, | wouldn't bloody walk in snake country without 
me boots 
on.' He grinned and took his seat. 'No harm to you, Boots!’ 


In any combat situation it's impossible to predict what will 
happen 
until seconds beforehand. Thus, to ensure that you are 
equipped to 
deal with it, you need to know what to do, how to do it, and 
what the 
results of your actions will be: 


Boots remembered tlmt passage from Chee Soo's book. It 
gave him 
heart now. He'd been trained to near perfection. Not that he 
believed 
Hooper had the qualifications to honestly teach Kung Fu. 
The man 
knew the tactics of devastation, defence and crippling. Not 
the 
innermost tranquillity every student of the martial arts 


Should have to 

make him a decent member of society whilst being a deadly 
exponent of 

an "art form” countless thousands of years old. 


Thank goodness I've had the help of that book, Boots 
thought 


‘I'm for giving Hooper one try,' Robin said. 


Boots looked at Chris for support, but his mate deliberately 
cast him 
to the devils of nightmare. 


‘Me, too,’ Chris said defiantly. 


Boots read the newspaper like a thirsty man finding a well 
ina 
desert. 

TERRORS BEATEN AT THEIR OWN GAME 

He glowed and dived into the saving waters ... 


"Ex-skinhead Steve Penn brought sanity to a match 
destined to 
erupt into a Christians versus lions spectacular. Instead, 
the 
terraces were as tame as the action on the field with the 
1-1 result 
reflected in the arrests made by the police ... one, to be 
exact." 


Boots read evely word of the report and let the 
newspaper float to 
the floor. He liked this Steve Penn's approach to curbing 
soccer 
violence. In fact, he had a feeling that Penn could solve 
his problem.. 


He sat up straight lit a cigarette! 
His problem... 


Could Steve really take on Hooper? Why the hell not? 


He put on a jacket and his shoes. The operator would 
have a 
number for Steve Penn ... 


Steve Penn sat back in his chair and studied Boots 
Welling. He 
liked what he saw. As an ex-skinhead he trusted Boots's 
admission that 
he'd had his share of aggro but wanted to break free of 
the old image. 
Wanted to create a .life free of all taints. They had a lot in 
common, 
right down to the marriage bit and, that cottage in the 
country. Boots 
hadn't been backward at coming forward on his 
ambitions. 


‘You say this Hooper is ready to pull his first job?’ 
Steve asked. 
‘Anytime now,' Boots replied. 


‘Why me?' Steve asked. 'Why not the police?’ 


Boots studied his man. Tall, dark, about twenty four, 
honest face: 
Tm not a grass,'. he said.: 'I'm a skin... was a Skin,’ he 
grinned. 


‘How do you feel about co-operation with the police?’ 
Boots considered the question. Said: 'If you... 
Steve offered a cigarette and Boots provided the lights.. 
‘I'm not a’. 
free agent in these matters,' he said. 'I've agreed to 


.work, closely with 
the local station... 


' 'I thought an enquiry agency .. .' Boots started to say . 


'A lot of people have a. lot of peculiar, ideas where 
we're concerned. ' 
Steve replied lightly. Television ideas, mostly. Marker and 
Phillip. 
Marlowe ... Private detectives, as such, do not exist in 
this country. 
Not gun-carrying, cigar-smoking guys like the box offers. 
I'm the same 
as you, Boots - an ex-skin making a living from a job. The 
police can 
take away that living if | go against-them. That's why | 
have to watch 
my step and why | insist on telling them about criminal 
activities!’ 

‘Not because you want to?' Boots asked. 


‘Don't try getting me tongue-tied,’ Steve smiled. 'Of 
course, | want 
to work with the law; that's why | started this business. ' 


The answer satisfied Boots. 'I'm not what anyone would 
calla 
decent citizen,' he said thoughtfully. 'I still think about the 
times we 
went to Saturday afternoon matches and gloried in getting 
an aggro 
going but, by God, since | matured there hasn't been the 
Same desire for 
battling it out on the terraces. Crikey, I've even lost the 
yearning for 
fighting of any kind!' Getting to his feet, Steve Penn held 
outa 
welcoming hand. ‘Join the club,’ he grinned. 'And never be 
ashamed 
of what you were or are.' 


. '| bloody ain't,’ Boots laughed and shook hands firmly. 
Returning behind his desk, Steve settled into his chair and 
frowned 
in concentration. 'The first thing we've got to do is contact 
the police. 

Our locals won't take direct action but they can arrange a 
meeting.’ 

Boots frowned, too, now. 'With whom?' he asked worriedly. 

-'The cops in your town.', 

‘That's what I thought!’ 

‘Is there a reason why they shouldn't?’ 

' -No-o-o!' - 

Steve drummed fingers on his desk by force of habit. 'Let's 


have the 
whole story,' he said. 


‘Oh, don't get me wrong,' Boots quickly replied. ‘I'm not 
wanted for 
anything. It's ... hell; those guys chased me through town 
not long 
ago, and...' He gestured hopelessly. ‘They might not 
agree with our 
ideas!' he finished lamely.. 


‘Nonsense,' Steve stated. 'The vast majority of coppers, 
fuzz, 
rozzers,.what-have-you are ordinary nice blokes. They're the 
same as 
any group in society, a few bad eggs but that's to be 
expected. Don't 
worry about agreement or disagreement, they'll help us trap 
Hooper.’ 


‘How?! 


Steve had already reached a conclusion. "You'll have to act 
as an 
undercover agent!’ 


‘Sounds fantastic .. . and dangerous!’ 


‘If this Hooper is the way you describe him it could possibly 
be very 
dangerous,' Steve agreed. 


‘I'm not afraid,’ Boots said to emphasise big courage. 


‘Nobody said you were,' and Steve grinned comradeship. 
‘Now, gird 
your bloody loins and let's make a call on Sergeant Boyce. ' 


By the following afternoon Boots Welling had himself 
convinced he 
was the newest James Bond. Standing about fifty yards from 
the 
Victorian facade of his local police station he eyed the blue 
lamp 
outside without a flicker of trepidation. Before coming back 
home he 
had spent a few hours in a pub with Steve Penn, making 
arrangements 
for this visit and chatting about old times on the terraces. 
He'd been 
agreeably surprised by Sgt Boyce's attitude, too. Ex-skins or 
not, the 
policeman had spoken on a man-to-man basis, almost 
laying out a red 
Carpet. 


He wondered how Inspector Hendricks would react. .. 
Rumour had it that Hendricks loathed former skinheads. 
Anyone with a past! 


A car drove up, parked outside the station. Steve Penn got 
out and 
carefully locked the door, dropping his keys into a jacket 
pocket. A 
sticker on the rear window of his vehicle showed Larry 
Grayson anda 
reminder to "lock that door! 


Boots started walking, crossed the road swiftly when he 
caught sight 
of Jack Hooper approaching. The last thing he wanted then 
was a 
confrontation outside the cop-shop. 


What the blazes is he doing here? Boots thought. Has he 
spotted 
me? 


He hurried into a narrow lane and hugged the wall. 
This was one hundred percent Bondish ... 


Steve noticed Boots Welling's manoeuvre and casually 
surveyed the 
people around. He didn't show recognition as Hooper strode 
past. But 
he knew the man instinctively from Boots's description. 
Accurate to 
the last detail. 


An old lady with a greying-mouthed dog on a leash nearly 
got 
knocked down by Hooper - another black mark for the man 
in Steve's 
estimation. 


Boots cursed his instructor and watched the old woman 
calm her 
startled dog. Saw Hooper vanish into a chemist's shop. 


Darted from 
the lane and sped across to Steve. 


‘Let's get inside fast,’ Boots panted. 
‘It was Hooper?’ 


‘Yeah,' Boots dashed up the seven stone steps to the 
station's main 
entrance. Pushed through the door and whooshed air from 
his lungs 
while Steve came in. 

‘Relax,’ the enquiry agent grinned. '1 don't imagine he'll 
be 
checking on you here! 


'The bastard!' 


‘An unfortunate coincidence,' Steve allowed. 'It happens in 
my line 
of business.’ 


‘Can we make this snappy?’ Boots asked. 'l've only got an 
hour off 
work. ..' 


Going to the desk Steve quipped, 'I might come and buy 
some 
spares from your outfit. My car's falling apart. His face split 
in a huge 
smile. ‘Second-hand - all | could afford!’ 


‘| thought you were doing okay,' Boots said. 


‘I've got staff to pay and expenses to lash out. My clients 
don't 
always pay by the month. Some have yearly contracts in 
arrears!' 


'God!' 


‘That’s my worry,' Steve told his companion and directed 
his next 


words to the policeman behind the short counter. 'We have 
an 
appointment with Inspector Hendricks. Penn and Welling. ..' 


CHAPTER FIVE 


INSPECTOR HENDRICKS was the fourth member of his 
family to 
become a policeman. His father had risen from the ranks to 
make 
Superintendent before retiring. His uncle had been content 
to remain a 
village constable until his death. A cousin held down an 
inspectorship 
in the North-East and, if reports were to be believed, 
promotion was in 
the immediate offing. 


Ever since joining the Force, Hendricks had been 
consumed by an 
overwhelming desire to better his father's spectacular 
performance. As 
yet, none of his cases had aroused more than passing 
praise from the 
upper-echelons. What he desperately required was a major 
crime 
investigation. A successfully concluded operation against 
newsworthy 
opponents. 


Maybe it was his drive which prevented him from making 
friends 
with those elements on the soft verges of real crime, the 
Skinheads and 
Bikers and other lesser vandals. People who could, in many 


ways, open 
doors for an ambitious man. 


He smashed a closed fist on his desk. 'Damn!# he said 
aloud.. He 
knew his shortcomings, his inability to yield. His wife had 
often 
remarked about this character trait. This failing in his 
make-up. 
Tolerance, she'd advised, gets you higher up many trees 
than being a. 
dogmatic disciplinarian. And she was right, he knew! 


A tenseness inside him waited for the arrival of the two 
skinheads. 


Ex - he asked himself. Was there such an animal? Could 
they change’. 
for the good? 


The door of his office opened and a constable ushered 
Penn and 
Welling in, gently shutting the door behind them. 


Hendricks made a swift study of the dub. Penn, had all 
the 
confidence of a person used to dealing with authority. 
Welling, 
however, had a nervousness he associated with the 
criminal fraternity 
when in the presence of the police. 


A wrong assumption, as it turned out! 
‘Take seats,’ Hendricks barked officiously. 


Steve smiled easily and drew a straight-backed chair 
closer to the 
inspector's desk. Glancing at Boots he motioned for the 
other to do 
likewise. He believed in holding a conference on an equal 


basis and. 
being seated in a comer of a room did not appeal. No 
road! -. 


‘Sergeant Boyce has informed you of our problem?' Steve 
asked. 


Hendricks nodded curtly. . 'Briefly,' he said. 


‘Let me make one thing absolutely clear,’ Steve 
continued, elbow, 
resting on an edge of the inspector's desk to prove his 
equality. .'l. 
operate an enquiry agency but | have no client in this 
affair. Mr. 
Welling contacted me out of a feeling of attachment.' He 
laughed and 
took cigarettes from his pocket, offering them round. 
When Hendricks - 
refused and Boots accepted he let the pause lengthen to 
include lighting 
up. Only when his fag was wreathing smoke did he 
elaborate. 'We're . 
both reformed skinheads, if you'll pardon the 
expression... 


Hendricks waved aside the information. Impatience 
gnawed at him. 
like a cancer. 'Shall we discuss crime?’ 


‘Hooper . . Jack Hooper. Owner of the "School of Chinese 
Martial 
Arts" specialising in teaching Kung Fu. Apparently Hooper 
has.a 
criminal record which you can verify. He is also forming a 
band of 
Kung Fu artists to undertake a series of crimes...’ 


The inspector growled, 'Is that so? You have proof, | 
Suppose?’ . 


Steve pointed to Boots. Mr Welling belongs to a class at 
Hooper's 
school. He has been asked to join this band!’ . 


Have you actually committed a crime on his orders?’ 
Hendricks 
asked tightly. 


‘No!’ Boots replied. 


‘Then he has not as yet placed himself outside the law!’ 
Hendricks 
sat back, grim faced. 


‘Inspector,’ Steve said, 'are you going to co-operate or 
not?’ 


Fixing Penn with a stem gaze, Hendricks explained his 
position. 
‘Preventing crime is every bit as important as catching 
those who have 
broken the law. However, we cannot be expected to act on 
the 
unsupported say-so of one who...' He hesitated, 
remembering his 
wife's warning. 


Boots said it for the policeman. 'One who caused your lot 
no end of 
trouble?’ 


Steve grunted his disgust. 'Inspector, haven't we 
convinced you of 
our sincerity? You’ve heard from Chelterton otherwise you 
wouldn't 
have seen us. We're gainfully employed, desirous of 
assisting the 


police: Mr Welling is willing to risk his very life... 1 
’Rubbish!' Hendricks snapped. 


'Is it?’ Steve asked quietly. ‘Boyce... ir, Sergeant Boyce 
rah a fast 
' check. Three arrests for GBH makes Hooper a man to fear. 
More so 


since he. has taken up Kung Full 


For the first time in their presence, Hendricks, showed a 
touch of the 
humans. A little sympathy to their cause. 'Your relationship 
with 
Chelterton's Force appears to be all-embracing, Mr Penn. | 
have no 
alternative, but to listen to your suggestions and reach a 
decision 
through my superiors.’ ' 

‘That's more like it,’ Steve burst out. 'Do you have an 
ashtray?’ He 
enjoyed that touch, brandishing a cigarette with a two inch 
ash 
balanced precariously on the end. 

Hendricks softened more. He found a saucer, saying, 'I'm a 
non-smoker myself.' 

Boots rubbed his spilled ash into the thin carpet covering 
the office 
floor and tried to look innocent. / 

Do you take ajar?' Steve asked, making the gesture of 
friendliness. 

‘Occasionally ...' The inspector found himself warning to 
the 
enquiry agent. 

„ When we've finished our talk ... ' 

‘Not me!' Boots said.- 'I can't be seen with... ' 


Steve nodded sagely. 'A wise move, Boots!’ 


Drawing clean paper into place before him, Hendricks 
ignored the 
by-play and got down to brass tacks. 'Right, facts first. Jack 
Hooper, 
isn't it?’ 

Boots took over on the questionnaire. 'Yes.' 

‘How long has he run this school?’ 

‘About two months. ' 

‘Do you have any information where he was previously?’ 

‘In the Nick, | think!’ 

Hendricks smiled. 'Which prison,' he corrected. 

‘Dunno,' Boots replied. 


‘You claim he is training a class for criminal activities. What 
are 
the names of his students?’ 


Boots shot a glance at Steve, not wanting to "grass" on his 
mates. 


Steve asked, 'Is this necessary at the moment?’ 
Hendricks held his pen aloft. 'Yes, it is!' he said simply. 
Steve nodded for Boots to give the data. 


Face twisted into a torment, Boots said: 'Chris Shay, Robin 
Goodfellow, Paul Tite, Tom Young, Bruce Winter, Allan Noble, 
Flick 
Castle, Edwin Bennett, Gary Clayton, Richard Elliot, Jeff 
Weller, Ken 


Phillips . . .' He paused. 'I don't know the other surnames. 
‘Are any of these pupils friends of yours?’ 
'Yes,' Boots said almost in a whisper. 
‘And they feel as you do about Hooper?’ 
‘Not really!’ 


‘Oh?' Hendricks exchanged an appraising glance with 
Steve Penn. 
He was beginning to understand Welling's hesitancy and 
appreciated 
the ex-skinhead's dilemma now. 


Steve said, ‘They're not bad kids, inspector. They're not 
earning an 
awful lot and Hooper's the kind of man to make money 
sound like the 
answer to every problem!’ 


‘You've met Hooper?’ 

‘Not formally. | saw him outside on the street. ' 

‘And you make snap judgements?’ 

‘Only on the basis of information | can trust!’ Steve replied. 


‘Sergeant Boyce tells me you two have a scheme for 
trapping 
Hooper - care to explain it to me?’ 

Steve stubbed his cigarette and lit another. 'We think 
Boots should 
go along with whatever plan Hooper has in mind. When the 
job is 
announced he will contact me and I'll have my boys planted 


‘Your boys?' Hendricks asked, looking slightly upset. 


'Sjr,' and Steve played his cards carefully. ‘Boots and | 
belong toa 
cult that has gracefully faded into oblivion. All my staff are 
ex-skinheads. We have no wish to persecute old mates for 
being stupid 
enough to fall for a glib tongue. ' 


‘When you entered this office,’ Hendricks explained, you 
placed 


yourselves in my hands. No policeman worth his salt could 
authorise -' 


‘You'd have men there, too, Inspector,’ Steve said. 'But | 
request the 
right of going in first!’ 

‘| see. Hendricks couldn't help but feel surprised by his 
handling of 
this discussion. Contrary to former confrontations with 
individuals he 
had mentally put beyond the law's protection, he was 
actually on the 
point of accepting Penn's suggestion. 


Tm willing to take orders, sir,’ Steve said by way of 
compensation. 


Behind every great man is a woman, Hendricks thought. A 
woman 
like my wife, no doubt! 


"Are your men qualified Kung Fu experts?' Hendricks asked. 


‘No - but they're on a crash course as of this moment, ' 
Steve smiled. 


That settled it! 


Hendricks jotted down a few particulars, impressions. 
Aware that 
the pair were anxiously watching and trying to read his swift 
scrawl. 
When he finished he lifted his head and said, 'I'll bring this 
up with 
headquarters. | make no promises but can you telephone 
me tomorrow 
afternoon?’ 


Steve nodded silently. 
'Good, now - about that drink?! 


Boots got to his feet. ‘I'll leave first,’ he said. Speaking 
directly to 
Steve he added, 'I'll telephone you about seven-thirty?' 


Steve placed a hand on his mate's shoulder. 'I'll have my 
secretary 
on stand-by. She'll tell you what has transpired... and 
she's also my 
fiancée so don't think I'm passing you off to just anybody. ' 


CHAPTER SIX 


LEAVING the chemist's shop, Jack Hooper walked cock-a- 
hoop 
past the police station. Things couldn’t be going smoother. 
He offered 
a vote of thanks to his old cellmate for teaching him the 
rudiments of 
Kung Fu. Luckily, he'd already been a judo belt in perfect 
physical 
Shape. A few months belonging to a London Wu Shu club 
had brought 
him to the peak of ambition's realisation . . . setting up his 
own 
organisation. 


What a chance visit it had been when he found the 
rambling 
headquarters for his school. Ail because there'd been an 
antique 
collection he intended to nick ... 


He chuckled as passers-by stepped round him.. Men did 
not walk 
the streets laughing to themselves. Or so the wary 
believed! 


He'd stopped buying Country Life and The Field since 
starting his 
martial arts classes. Stopped reading the society 
columnists: He didn't . 
need to keep up-to-date on where the wealthy went for 
holidays, or 


when. Robbery had a larger meaning now. Jewels and 
antiques didn't. 

count. Cash - the kind nobody could trace - filled his 
dreams. . 


Like... 
He hurried, refusing to think about the first job!. 
There was a Class to instruct, a certain, pupil: to cultivate 


His fingers' caressed the chemist's package. He'd had this 
notion , 
and he considered it a stroke of sheer genius. Just the thing 
to make his 
greedy monsters come to heel! 


Waiting for a traffic signal to turn green he dwelt upon a 
mental 
analysis of his "students": One caused him nightmares - 
Boots 
Welling. If only he could put a finger on what it was with 
Boots that 
worried him! 


Riding horse stance ...' Hooper paraded round his class, 
adjusting 
and offering criticism. . 


‘Right,! he said, satisfied each pupil had the stance 
correct. 'One 
pace back, right leg. Weight on it. He checked, saw his 
order carried . 
out, 'Upward ward off with left arm... .' Again he paused. 
‘Now . 
change weight and step forward on right leg, pace ahead of 
left letting 


body weight go front leg .. . That's it - the dragon stance .. 
. quickly 
throwing right arm in a circle... 


As he explained he demonstrated. Cadence, music seeped 
from 
strategically placed wall speakers. Timed to. allow ’’grace" 
between 
positional changes. 


The hardest things for Hooper were the Chinese names of 
the 
various stances. He didn't dare try to ask for a "kair mar 
sik" or a "lung, 
sik". The hoi sau, koi sau and koon left him cold. ’ But he 
remembered 
the English translations all right. And that was what this 
class, and the 
others, wanted. 


Simple knowledge, the essentials of hurting without being 
hurt. 


Not like his skinhead-Biker class . . . they, somehow, had 
no taste 
for the lethal blows. It was almost as if they'd vented their 
spite in the 
teens and wished to steer clear of anything smelling of 
violence now. 
With a notable exception, of course - Flick! That lad had the 
hallmark 
of a potential killer. 


'He's throwing a punch to your chin,' he told the students. 
'Left foot 
back, weight on it and spin off to the left. Pivot until your 
back is to the 
attacker, leaning slightly forward... right leg lift and back 
snap kick 


leg straightening to its maximum using your right heel for 
the blow . ..' 


It didn't strike Hooper he could make a fortune teaching 
"innocents" 
the arts. His books were in a hopeless mess. He could count 
fora 501 
dart's game. Calculate the odds on a Yankee bet. But 
straightforward 
mathematics like expenses versus expenditures left him in 
turmoil. 


‘That's it for today,' he called and bowed to his pupils in 
accordance 
with judo manners. Standing up he forced a beaming smile, 
said, 
‘You're progressing at a fantastic rate. It won't be long 
before I'll ask 
you to take an advanced course ...' 


At an additional thirty quid per head he'd coin it! 
Not as much though as he'd make from the Sha... 
No! his brain shouted. Don't mention that name! 
He singled out. lan Muir for congratulations. 


‘How's everything?' he asked after a glowing 
commendation. 


Seventeen-year-old lan breathed deeply, striving to show 
his 
"master" the strenuous exercises, had not drained his entire 
strength. 
‘Not bad, Mr Hooper. Dad says I'm progressing ...' 


‘You are, son... you are definitely!’ 


‘When are you going to accept Dad's invitation to visit the 
track?’ 


‘Ahhh ...' Hooper looked sincere as he went through a 
dozen 
facial expressions. 'It would have to be a weekend. When 
does your 
Dad finish counting the take?’ He smiled disarmingly. 


lan went like a lamb to the slaughter. 'He takes about an 
hour after 
the gates are closed.’ 


‘That's fast going.’ Hooper laughed. 


‘Oh, we've got accountants making race by race running 
totals,’ lan 
declared proudly. 


‘Well,’ Hooper said, hand on the lad's shoulder. 'I'm not one 
to 
disrupt a businessman's routine. Let's leave it for a while. 
Then Dad 
can make the arrangements, eh?' 


‘Fab,’ young Muir said and chased after his pals ... 


Boots Welling stood between Chris and Flick. He sensed 
the 
animosity radiating from the "ancient" Biker. The evaluation 
of 
Hooper as the man strode back and forth like a caged tiger. 


‘I'm happy to announce that each of you is now a qualified 
Kung Fu 
artist,’ Hooper said, bestowing smile on each of the 
members. 'The 
door is locked and this room has been soundproofed.' 


Boots tensed. Something BIG was coming ... 


‘That's why,' Hooper kept talking, 'I can speak without fear 
of the 


fuzz overhearing a bloody word!’ Flick laughed, clapped. 


Hooper glared at his "star" pupil. 'This isn't a comedy act,’ 
he 
remarked. 

Flick scowled, dropped his hands by his sides in a "claw" 
posture. 


‘The moment of truth has arrived,’ Hooper said, eyes 
daring anyone 
to contradict him. To interrupt. 


Boots again felt the tiger prowling in search of his prey ... 


‘I've decided on our first job but... ' and Hooper went 
round the 
circle jabbing his finger at certain members. 'You... you.. 
. you... 
you are excluded! Sorry, mates - but I've got to have the 
precise 


number of men for each job. Don't worry, though, every 
man not 
picked for a hit will receive a share of the loot.’ 


Paul Tite, who had been eliminated on the first count, 
asked, 'How 
much is it worth?' 


Hooper swayed easily on toes and heels. His 'uniform' 
setting him 
apart from the conglomerate gear of the others. 'That 
depends on what 
we grab,' the ex-con said. 'I estimate the take on this one in 
the region 
of two hundred thou ...' 


Paul whistled. 


Boots stiffened. He'd been selected, as had been Flick, 
Tom and 
Chris. 


‘Shares are as follows,’ Hooper said to the smiles of his 
class. 
‘Information gets twenty per. Setting up the job brings me 
another 
twenty. For taking part ten percent which is the split we will 
make a 
nominal amount. Expenses...’ 


Paul shuffled his feet. 'Does your take come off the top or 
are all 
percentages worked from the nicked total?’ 


‘My forty is taken away and then we divide,' Hooper said. 


‘What about expenses?’ Flick asked, suddenly aware that 
the golden 
pot wasn't so full. 

'A straight twenty thousand,’ Hooper smiled. 

‘Twenty thousand?’ Paul roared. 'For what?’ 


‘Overheads here and what it's cost me getting all the 
bloody details!’ 
He waved his hands in dismissal of argument. 'What are 
you, anyway? 
A bloody tax man?' he yelled at Paul. 

Boots felt sorry for his mate. 

‘I'm interested in what | get for keeping quiet!’ 


Hooper stepped forward, taking a stance. 'Say that again,' 
he 
menaced. 


Paul paled. 'I.. . 1.. . shit! Forget it!' 
This bastard will pay! Boots thought, feeling for Paul. 


That's better!’ Hooper said and straightened. 'A word of 
advice .. 
and he flexed his muscles in warning. 'We’ve all agreed to 
take part in 


a few choice capers. Any guy who talks out of turn gets his, 
like...' 

He performed a two-finger spear strike and swayed as if 
about to launch 

a foot attack. 


Flick shouted, 'Ole!' and lapsed into silence when Hooper 
glared at 
him. 
‘It isn't a bull-ring, Mister Castle,’ the instructor said. 
‘Sorry, guv,' Flick murmured. 


Boots thought the time ripe for asking his pertinent query. 
‘Where 
is this job?’ 

Hooper's eyes narrowed. ‘You'll know the day we hit,' he 
said. 


‘Look ...' and Boots pulled all his reserves of strength 
from his 
guts. 'I'm a working bod. | can't risk the sack. Don't play 
havoc with 
me... Anyway, even if we make a killing | can't quit on the 
dot. I've 
got to have a bloody good excuse unless | want the fuzz on 
me bleedin’ 
tail!’ 

Hooper nodded tacit agreement. 'That's what I like - a 
bloke able to 
think of his cover!’ He smiled on Boots. 'Relax, son -1 don't 
want you 
fired. Okay, next Saturday night. We gather here for a final 
briefing 
and take a hired van to Shalforth and that's all you're going 
to know!’ 


Boots made it good. 'I don't work Sunday so l'm pleased! 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


'THE target is Shalforth,' Boots told Inspector Hendricks 
and Steve 
Penn. 


‘The greyhound racing track,' Hendricks said softly. . 


Steve visualised a track. He didn't know Shalforth, 
personally. But 
it had to be like most tracks he'd visited as a skin. In those; 
now far-off 
days when everything went - and usually his money - ona 
dog that 
came last, 


‘Hooper's got inside information,' Boots mentioned. The 
Inspector 
tensed. 'One of the clerks?’ , 


‘| don't have that much,' Boots told them. 'God, the way 
Hooper 
slices up the take it's a blood marvel any of the blokes want 
to go 
along!’ 

Hendricks dismissed this last part with a wave. 'I'd like to 
know his 
source,’ he said. 


Steve had an idea. 'Can't you run a fast check on all 
Shalforth’s 
employees? Undercover, naturally. If one has been in the 
Nick -' 


.'Prison,1'-the inspector insisted. 
‘Same difference,’ Steve generously allowed. 
‘How can you have a difference if a thing is the same?’ 


Steve laughed arid explained, ‘Inspector, it's a term. Not a 
grammatical perfection. ' 


Hendricks shrugged. ‘I'll accept that...’ 


Boots did not appreciate their differences. He wailed, 
‘Screw that! 
What about this raid?’ 


Raid?' Hendricks asked. 
’Well...' Boots was at a loss for words. 


Steve assumed the mantle of Father Confessor. 'Raid in the 
loosest 
sense, | believe. If a greyhound track is Hooper's target he 
cannot have 
an "in" opening the safe. That means he has to strike before 
the cash is 
locked up for the night...’ 


‘Saturday night,' Boots mentioned. 


Hendricks picked up his telephone. He'd had a talk to his 
superiors 
and his wife. The consensus of opinion was to play along 
with Penn 
and his ally. Especially, his wife's advice. 'These boys,' she'd 
said, 'are 
begging for somebody to love them!' 


'Get me CRO,' Hendricks barked into the 'phone. Eyes on 
Penn and 
Welling, not sure they had been deprived of love. If he 
knew anything 
about the skinhead cult both had had their share of 
physical union. 


Steve listened to the one-sided conversation. He winked 
at Boots, 
sure that they'd made a convert in Hendricks. The same 
could be said 
of Inspector Eley on his home ground. He recalled the 
inspector’s 
objections to working with an ex-skin determined to 
stamp out terrace 
‘terrorism. 


Hendricks set the 'phone on its rest. ‘It's Wednesday,’ he 
Said as if 
nobody else in the whole wide world had figured out the 
date or day. 'I 
Shall have my data by Friday at the latest...’ 


‘| bloody want a decision about my role in this mess,' 
Boots shouted, 
catching himself and smiling like the village idiot. 'Sorry, 
I'm an 
ordinary bloke. These involved plots leave me cold. All | 
want to 
know is where do | stand when Hooper is arrested?’ 


‘| don't get you,' Steve said,, mystified. 


‘You know,' Boots declared. 'Do | stand in Court or can | 
be kept in 
the background?’ 


Hendricks reached a spontaneous off-the-cuff 
conclusion. 'We can 
keep you out of any public appearance,’ he said. ‘You'll be 
the one who 
got away!’ 


Shalforth Stadium occupied a site midway between-two 
centres of 


population and drew its. support from each without the 
animosity 

usually associated with football teams. Built within the 
last five years it 

had all the amenities necessary to attract a large 
following of women. 

Termed an "all-weather" development, the stands offered 
Shelter in the 

worst rains and heating for those colder winter evenings. 
Three 

restaurants with picture windows let those who wished to 
dine and 

wager relax in waitered comfort. Buzzers on each table 
brought 

"runners" from the Tote or the restaurants' resident 
bookie. 


An artificial lake flanked by the track made the view 
from any of 
the grandstands appealing although the dog-fanatics 
seldom, if ever, 
noticed the ducks bobbing and diving in this. The huge 
electric Tote 
board kept their eyes firmly fixed on the changing odds. 


Steve Penn slowly moved down an aisle, taking in every 
detail of 
the layout. Basically, it differed only in its modernity from 
other tracks 
he had visited. The traps, the hare and the Tote offices all 
had that 
familiar look. And, no doubt, the crowds would be the 
same, eager to 
plunge a bundle on a hot favourite or slip a few quid ona 
fancied 
outsider. 


Underneath the grandstand he found the banks of 
turnstiles, the 
kennels and the general offices. He paid particular attention 
to these - 
this was where Hooper's Kung Fu squad would have to 
attack and he 
wanted to have everything imprinted on his mind when he 
got back to 
Chelterton. 


Noel Muir opened the office door and blocked it by his 
girth. A tall, 
craggy individual in his late fifties he radiated a gentle giant 
friendliness. Hand out, he smiled generously and shook as if 
he were 
pumping fresh oil supplies from his Scottish Sea reserves. 
Very faintly 
his Highland birth came through a deep brown voice that 
had been 
carefully geared to residence in England. 


‘Mr Penn,' he boomed happily. 'Inspector Hendricks warned 
me ye 
might be paying a visit.' 


Steve got his hand back, slightly bruised. 'Did he give you 
any 
information about. .. ?' He deliberately left the query 
hanging. 


Muir stepped inside the offices, beckoned his young caller 
to join 
him. Finger over his lips the Scot detoured round wire- 
screens and 
counters until he came to another door with the stencilled 
reminder 
STADIUM MANAGER on its surface. 'We can speak privately 


in 
there,' he said and used a key to unlock this door. 
‘My second home,' Muir said proudly and let Steve enter. 


‘Very nice,' the ex-skin remarked and took in the contents 
of the 
windowless room. Plush leather seating, a trolley displaying 
an 
excellent collection of cutglass and a variety of expensive 
booze, 
crimson carpet, subdued lighting, a bookshelf holding 
reference works 
all related to greyhounds and dog-racing, a massive desk 
and a battery 
of coloured telephones. 


Carefully closing the door, Muir moved immediately to the 
trolley. 
‘Do ye fancy a dram?’ 


Steve nearly refused but remembering the Scotsman's 
faith in his 
national product's bargain-sealing qualities, he said, 'A very 
Small one, 
please! 


Doing the honours, Muir said, 'Hendricks told me an 
attempt would 
be made to grab off our take.' He paused with bottle poised 
overa 
second glass, eyes firmly on Steve's. 'Is this true?’ 


‘I'm afraid so.' 


Amber liquid splashed into the glass, half filling it. 'I won't 
insult 
ye by offering mix or water,' the Scot said, dry humour 
coming to the 
fore. 


| wish he would, Steve thought. 


Accepting four fingers of pure Scotch, Steve nursed it in 
his cupped 
hands, trusting in his ability to get away without having to 
drink every 
drop. Not being coffee he coined a phrase... good to the 
very last 
weave! 


‘Down the hatch,' Muir smiled and knocked back his potion. 
Steve sipped delicately. Asked, 'Did Inspector Hendricks go 
into 
details?’ 
'Nary a one.' 
‘dow good is your security?’ 
Muir's eyes narrowed. 


‘I'm an enquiry agent,' Steve hastily explained. 'I handle 
the 
security for several football clubs.. .' 


‘I've read about ye, laddie,' the Scot remarked. 'Your men 
are all 
Skinheads .. .' 


‘Former skinheads, Steve patiently explained. 


‘I'm not being nasty,' Muir said. My eldest son was 
addicted...' 
He laughed heartily. 'Not young lan, my second lad. He's 
overboard 
for this Kung Fu kick. Taking lessons now,' he said with 
proud fatherly 
expressions. 


lan Muir. « » 
Kung Fu... 


Lessons... 


Steve suddenly knew where Hooper got his information 
from. 


Muir noticed the other's intensity. 'Did | say something 
wrong?’ 


‘Mr Muir,’ Steve slowly said, picking his words with extreme 
care, 
‘there's no doubt in my mind that your son, lan, has 
unwittingly opened 
the doors for our suspect.’ 


Muir slammed his glass on the desk. 'If he's mixed up in 
this...’ 
he roared angrily. 


Steve soothed the Scot's bursting temper. 'He's not! | can 
guarantee 
that!’ 


'Then, how?' 


I'll come back to this in a moment,' Steve said. 'First, 
though - | 
asked about your security. How adequate is it?’ 


Muir strained at a private leash but held himself in check. 
This 
didn't stop him from refilling his glass nor from growling his 
reply. 

‘Until now - more than adequate! Speak up, man - what 
are ye trying to 
Say?’ 


‘I'm in business to make a yearly profit,’ Steve said. 'I 
got into this 
because | happen to believe in fostering responsibility in 
old mates. 


However, if | can interest you in paying my men for one 
night's work - ' 


‘Ahhh!' The Scot understood this line of logic. 'You're 
cashing in 
on a police job!'. 


Steve nodded honestly. 'Yes, if you wish to assume that!’ 
‘Assume? It's God's truth!’ 


The ex-skinhead lifted a hand, his glass resting on the 
floor. With 
his index linger of the other hand he ticked off fingers. 
‘One,' he said, , 
‘as Inspector Hendricks must admit, these Kung Fu... 
and don't, 
interrupt. . . experts could take on a policé squad and 
make mincemeat 
of 'em. Two, our informant is an ex-skinhead: Three, your 
guards 
must not be alerted for a specific night. This in the event 
that one or 
more of them are in alliance with the criminal. Four, my 
men are 
already taking a crash-course in Kung . Fu from a 
recognised master - 
belonging to the Wu Shu Association arid, will be able to 
deal effectively 
with the crooks. Five, and finally, the cost is nothing 
compared to what 
you could lose in cash and increased insurance 


coverage! 


Muir scowled and slumped into a chair. The leather 
creaked under 
his weight. ‘I'm hot agreeing with you, laddie. Not yet! 
I've got where 
I am by cutting costs. But, skip these arguments tell me 


about lan's 
part." 


‘A promise first?’ 
The Scot considered the request. Said: 'A promise! 


‘lan is a member of a Kung -Fu school run by a criminal. He 
is the 
one who will make the raid on this stadium. lan is not 
involved. There 
are certain aspects of the operation which | cannot divulge, 
but suffice 
it to. say any information supplied by your son was given in 
a spirit of 
friendship.’ 


‘You know this for sure?’ . 

Steve played his cards in the open. 'No, sir -1 do not!'' 
Then, lan, could be... ?' 

‘No!' Steve said. "He could not!’ 


Muir looked relieved. ’I’ll take your assurance but, so 
help me, if 
you're wrong... ' 


Steve took another sip of his drink. 'If I'm wrong I'll refuse 
the fee.1 

The Scot grinned suddenly. 'What fee?’ 

‘The one you're going to pay for my protection! 

'I like your style, laddie,’ Muir said. 'How much?' 

‘What's the Saturday night take?’ 

Muir hedged. 'I can’t...” 


I'll estimate the total,' Steve said. 'About two hundred 
thousand?’ 


‘Near,' the canny Scot admitted. 


‘I'll charge a percentage ... a generous one percent?’ 


‘Done!' Muir practically shouted. Adding, 'Only if you 
succeed! 


‘Agreed! 
‘Another drink?’ Muir's gaze fell on Steve's remaining 


three fingers. 
'Ye're behind, laddie!' he accused. 


‘I've also a hard day ahead,' Steve smiled. 'Not wanting 
to cause 
your Scottish blood a clot, I'd appreciate a mix... ' 


Muir laughed heartily and slapped a gigantic thigh with a 
ham-hock 
hand. 'We'll get along, laddie. | like your 
straightforwardness ...' 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


THE slight, balding man spoke in a soft voice, for all the 
world like 
a retired, mild-mannered schoolmaster sharing a, few 
memories with a 
class reunion. 


‘Forget television's, ideas,’ he said. 'They can take a 
dozen shots of. 
the same scene until a director thinks his actors have 
reached 
perfection. You cannot. Against an opponent who is deadly 
determined to knock you down there is but one 
opportunity and the slip 
you make may be. your last.' He smiled at his "squad". 
‘Stance, in 
Kung Fu, is everything. Ignore the essentials of stance and 
you beg for. 
untold problems. That is . why you only kick when you 
havea 
guaranteed target. Remember, once a foot leaves the 
ground you are. 
off-balance. Should the kick fail to land you are wide-open 
for a punch 
or boot... 


Steve Penn listened intently. Since starting this crash 
course he had 
developed a strong interest in Kung Fu, and indeed all the 
Chinese 
martial arts. 


The instructor bent forward, right leg in the air as if 
Striking his 
enemy's abdomen. He said, ‘Study this position carefully. 
Let's Suppose 
I've caught my opponent in the stomach with a shin kick. | 
am at his 
mercy if he automatically delivers a kick to my left knee. . 
. here', and 
he slapped the back of his kneecap. Straightening, he 
beamed on his 
audience. ’We must always be prepared for the 
unexpected. A reflex 
action. Experience making our anticipated blow miss its 
target.’ 


For an hour, Steve and his boys underwent intensive 
training. 
Concentrating on counter-offensive tactics. There was no 
pretence 
about their course. This was not so much a prolonged 
instruction 
lesson as getting the preliminaries of defence deeply 
embedded in each 
mind. 


When their Wu Shu master finished he smiled at Steve and 
mopped 
his forehead. ‘Another hour and they'll be ready,' he 
announced. 


‘I'm sorry this has had to be drastically cut.' Steve said. 
‘All | ask is that you will continue training,’ the man said. 
‘Take it for granted,’ the ex-skinhead swore. 


‘There is more to the "arts" than learning how to 
incapacitate a 
man.’ 


‘| realise this,’ Steve admitted. Then, he laughed. ‘And | 
don't 
mean becoming a priest. What's the name. ..' 
‘Sil Lum, or as television likes to call it... Shaolin!’ 
'Was there such a place?’ 


The man nodded. 'Indeed!' His eyes bored like bright 
buttons. ’1 
would deem it an honour to enrol you in my school, Mr 
Penn. | believe 
you have an enquiring mind. One able to cultivate the finer 
aspects of 
the martial arts.' 


‘Thanks,’ Steve replied, embarrassed. 


Bowing slightly, the man walked away - a picture of grace 
making 
age less a handicap than Steve had ever supposed. With 
him went a 
wonderful atmosphere. One of tranquillity, and mystery. 


Going to his office, Steve called Debbie. Thankfully his 
work-out 
had drained his spare energy. When she entered wearing 
her latest 
creation his hormones began jumping for joy. 


‘Can't you wear something severe?' he asked, lighting a 
cigarette. 


‘That's not good for you,' she remarked, preening. 


‘Nor is that!’ He gestured at the see-through blouse and 
the short 
Skirt. 


Breathing deeply, she thrust her magnificent breasts 
against the 
lightweight blouse so that each nipple peaked and darkened 


the 
material. ‘Clients find this exciting. ' 


‘No bloody wonder,' Steve grinned. 'If | saw those for the 
first time 
I'd be joining the rapist's league!’ 


‘Oh, good - when?’ 
‘Can you cease being a tease and take a letter?’ 


Debbie Lock flaunted her sensuality, crossing long legs 
and flashing 
thighs. 'When we're man and wife,' she said coyly, ‘I'll dress 
like an old 
married woman. ..' 


Their eyes clashed and both laughed. Their relationship 
had never 
been so free and easy. 


‘Steve 

‘Yeah, honey?’ 

‘Can't we get married soon?’ 

‘Another month or two... .' 

‘Or three?’ 

'No!' He stubbed his cigarette. ‘Two at the most!’ 
‘Promise?! 


‘The way to answer that question is to say make the 
arrangements. ' 


'You're hooked man,' Debbie breathed. 
‘| wish you were - in a brassiere,' Steve said. 


‘Tish and rubbish!’ Debbie grinned. 'Okay, if it bothers you 
I've got 
a bra in my handbag. I'll put iton...' 


'dere ... and now?' 


‘Not bloody likely,’ she quipped. 'You're a working sod... 
so let's 
have that letter, boss!’ 


Steve settled back, eyes closed. 'To Inspector Hendricks. . 
. you 
have his address in the files... Dear Inspector... Further 
to our last 
conversation | wish to advise that Steve Penn Associates are 
engaged by 
Noel Muir of Shalforth Greyhound Stadium .. .' 


Hendricks read the letter and swore aloud. Not viciously. 
Not 
maliciously. His wife had been at him again. 


A map of Shalforth covered his desk, the stadium 
prominent. His 
superiors had been in contact with Chelterton's authorities, 
with the 
Home Office. Penn had people in high places willing to stick 
their 
necks out in his support. 


"Any person saving a county or central government money 
has to 
get top treatment," one of his superiors had mentioned. 


And that was how the ball bounced! 


Well, Penn's private "Terrace Patrol" had eliminated the 
necessity 
of setting up a national "Skinhead Squad”. Saved countless 
thousands 
of pounds in overtime payments. Left officers free to cany 
out normal 
duties. 


Hooper's record lay beneath the map and Hendricks got it 
out. CRO 
had dug right back to a juvenile court appearance. And 
what a record it 
was... Violence everywhere, robbery, you-name-it. A rape 
for which 
Hooper had been acquitted. Suspicion of taking part in an 
armed 
hold-up. Questioned for involvement in a bank raid in which 
a shotgun 
had been used and an innocent bystander had been 
wounded. 


A nasty piece of goods, Hendricks thought. 
He studied the map again. 


Without Steve’s personal knowledge of the track he could 
not begin 
to place his force to cover the weakest areas. Acting on 
instinct he 
circled four sectors and jotted down references. These, he 
logically 
reasoned, cut off any escape route ... 


Jack Hooper had exactly the same map as Inspector 
Hendricks. He 
studied the side-roads and farm tracks. He noted certain 
trails which he 
knew, from walking over the district, could accommodate a 
car or van 
and still end up on a paved highway. 


He memorised every detail of the map, closed his eyes 
and tried to 
"see" the entire area.... 


‘Hell!’ he said aloud and bent forward to get a particular 
land feature 
in focus. 


Now he had it made! 


He didn't anticipate trouble. His "class" hadn't been too 
pleased by 
his definition of equal shares but, human greed being what 
it was; 
they'd stopped short of a showdown. 


Laughter burst from compressed lips. God,, he'd show 
them what it 
meant to be part and parcel of a criminal gang. Once 
hooked .... 


Five quid for his personal escape car! 
That was another joke! His ace-in-the-hole! 


Like those jobs he'd held in reserve for a day when he had 
his own 
organisation! He knew people - passport fakers, shipping 
agents, 
blokes with immigration contacts in Brazil. If Briggs could 
make it 
then so could he! 


He imagined himself basking on a sunny beach alongside a 
tanned 
long-legged Brazilian honey. A willing for anything bit. A 
penthouse 
high above bedazzling sidewalks and Sugar Loaf in the 
distance. Cops 
you could buy for fifty pence a day. Birds galore. 


The dream included a bunch of little bastards hating him in 
this or 
that "nick". Blokes he'd shop to safeguard his getaway. All 
the Kung 


Fu, he'd taught them wouldn't count for an extra sausage. 
And their 

Share, of the proceeds would be in his kick! Less a few quid 
he'd have 

to lash out to keep them quiet until the last job got him off 
and running. 


Honour among thieves? Not bloody likely! Every man for 
himself 
and to shit on the rest! 


It was lovely being able to think about it now! So close... 


The Way Of The Dragon starring Bruce Lee was appearing 
at the 
Roxy. Television's 7.30 offering featured David Carradine in 
the 
successful Kung Fu series. 


Boots Welling dropped his newspaper and lay back in his 
favourite 
armchair. He didn't fancy either, as a matter of fact. He'd 
absorbed so 
much Kung Fu in these past months it was almost a treat 
escaping from 
the rigours of the martial arts. 


He didn't fancy meeting his mates in the Swan,. either. His 
guilt-complex had reached enormous proportions. 
Sometimes he 
wished he'd never made that initial telephone call to Steve 
Penn. Never 
dealt with the fuzz,. . 


He lit a cigarette and forced himself to relax. He took back 
the last 
thoughts. He couldn't have lived With himself knowing he'd 
participated in a crime. A bit of aggro in the teens had been 


one thing 
but crime... NO! 


The boss had spoken to him that afternoon. Nothing 
guaranteed but 
the prospect of.an increase in pay and promotion looked 
good. So what 
if it was a pittance? A sop to his hard-working loyalty? He 
figured this 
would far.outweigh anything he could gain from a criminal 
act. From 
possibly injuring people !. 

| hope Sieve's boys are trained! he thought then. Flick 
won't give 
in without a bloody battle! 

And Hooper... 


Christ, he'd want a shotgun to stop that man! How he 
hated 
Hooper's guts. First impressions, he told himself, would 
count in 
future. He recalled the uneasiness he'd felt on his first visit 
to the 
school... 


First... 

First... 

First... 

Why couldn't a man be gifted with second sight at the first 
meeting? 
Or allowed to reverse time... 

I'm lucky, he mused next. Lucky to have had the gumption 
to call 
Penn. Lucky he was interested enough and had the right 


contacts. 
Lucky Hendricks turned out a lot different from the way he'd 


always 
seemed to be. 


It did not occur to him that once the others had been 
apprehended 
he could be a marked man. An outcast. A detestable 
"grass"... 


Ironing her store uniform, the girl dismissed the chitchat 
coming 
from her radio. Music she could tolerate, not the D.J.'s 
penchant for 
taking up precious minutes on subjects of interest to him 
and not the 
great listening public. 


She went round the collar, making sure it would not fold 
back to 
create a "slash" showing her ample breasts. The floorwalker 
hated girls 
who displayed enticements. Theirs was an elite store 
serving a 
minority, mostly wealthy old women and retired colonels. 
Which made 
sense of the keep it covered edict in operation throughout 
the 
organisation. 


She didn't honestly care. If Boots liked her boobs that was 
the 
essential. The floorwalker counted for nothing. His fish-eyes 
and more 
fishy handshake wouldn't arouse a timid virgin from her 
pancake 
chested slumber. 


A calendar caught her wandering gaze. Ironing gave her 
the chills. 
1975... She'd have to tease Boots and get him to agree to 
a wedding 
well ahead of schedule. Sleeping in an empty bed didn't 
seem right. 
Not when every fibre of her yearned for his hands 
massaging, 
caressing, fondling. Not when she wished to snuggle 
against his spine 
after venting passions. 


Finishing the uniform she went on to more intimate 
garments. A 
shirt belonging to Boots came next. Loving care went into 
ironing this 
item. She'd bought the shirt for a birthday gift, begged him 
to let her 
wash and iron it. What she hadn't said was she needed the 
practice. If 
she wanted a married life free of morning arguments she 
had to send 
her man off to work looking decent. 


The calendar caught her eye again... 
Thursday... 
And Boots had this "thing" on Saturday ... 


He'd been so elusive. Almost abusive when she tried to 
question 
him. Downright secretive come to think of it. He'd made an 
excuse for 


not seeing her then hinted at "something big". How big? 
And was it 
legal? Could he be saved from himself? 


She'd had the silent treatment from Boots following his 
initial 
statement. That wasn't good enough for her. Marriage, in 
her view, 
had to be based on mutual trust and a mutual sharing of 
problems. 

‘You bloody fool!’ she told the shirt and ironed ina 


deliberate crease 
down one front-side. 


CHAPTER NINE 


ONE by one Hooper's minions came from the rear of his 
school and 
entered the van waiting outside. As each climbed aboard, 
Hooper 
called their names. 'Tom... Flick... Boots . .. Robin... 
Gary... 
Allan...Ken... Paul... okay, that's it!’ 


Securing the rear doors, the instructor hurried to the 
driver's cab 
and got behind the steering wheel. Shalforth's first race 
would be off in 
two minutes. Thousands of suckers would have pushed 
through the 
turnstiles and by now the collectors would have sacks of 
luverly lolly in 
the "counting house". 

The van sounded rough but Hooper didn't give a damn. It, 
like his 
escape car, was rented. If the bloody engine fell out after 
the job that 
was no skin off his nose. Let the insurance company pay. 


Skin off his nose... 


He liked that! He could hear the skins and Bikers chatting 
behind 
the partition. 


Taking lonely back streets, Hooper cut across town to the 
ring road 


which linked him to a motorway. His schedule was pretty 
tight and he 

could not afford to take part in the great Saturday night 
crush of traffic 

in the downtown section. 


Reaching the ring road he drew into a lay-by a few 
hundred yards 
beyond it. Getting from his seat he went to the rear of the 
van and 
opened the doors. 


‘Okay,’ he said, 'this is where we identify ourselves!’ 


As his "students" watched he took a leather strap from a 
pocket and 
a bottle from another. 


‘Hold out your right arm, Flick,’ he said. 'Sleeve rolled up!’ 
Wonderingly, Flick did as ordered. 


Uncapping the bottle which had a pull-out felt inside, 
Hooper 
wrapped the strap round Flick's wrist. The ex-Biker saw 
that the strap 
had been mutilated and a cut-out area left his flesh 
exposed on the 
inner forearm. 


‘It'll be dark when we go into action,’ Hooper said. 'I 
don't want you 
bloody attacking one of our boys so...'He daubed the 
cut-out part 
with the felt protruding from the bottle. Immediately the 
liquid 
smearing on Flick's skin glowed. 

Boots stepped forward, extremely interested, This was 
something . 
totally unexpected and, who could tell/ vital to Hooper's, 


operation and 
counter-productive for Steve Penn. 


Hooper, waited a few seconds for the liquid to dry. then 
removed the 
strap. Even here, in semi-gloom, a dragon mark glowed 
on Flick's arm. 
A Chinese dragon. A symbol.. . Caine-style. 


‘Jesus Christ!’ Flick breathed in admiration; 


‘That will retain its phosphorescence for twenty four 
hours,’ Hooper 
chuckled. -It's our identification sign. Keep your sleeve 
rolled back to 
let this show at all times.’ 


Flick held his arm out and proudly displayed it to his 
companions. 
‘How about that!' he said' 


Boots had to agree it was something special. 


‘Dragon men,' Hooper remarked and waited for their 
comments. 


V 'I - bloody; like,’ Tom Young said, pushing past Boots 
with' sleeve 
already rolled. 


‘Hey, take your turn,'. Ken yelped.. 


‘Easy,, men,’ Hooper warned. ‘You'll all be "brandedt': 
now, let's 

remember: this operation is geared to the split-second. 
You're next, 

Welling...’ 


Boots held out his right arm. Like the others he had been 
caught up 
in the element of surprise, and a near-schoolboyish 


excitement when 
passing a tattooist's shop. 


Hopper sighted Paul Tite at the front of the van.- ‘You'll 
have to take 
off that jacket,’ he said. 


Paul sighed and shrugged out of his quilted gear. He 
wasn't one for 
the night air but... . ‘Isn't it risky, Jack?' he asked. 
‘Supposing the fuzz 
catch one of us arid we've got this... ' 


‘There is no law says a bloke, can't decorate his own 
flesh,’ Hooper 
told him, smearing Boot's arm now. 


‘What about you?' Boots asked the criminal. 


Hooper laughed briefly. 'I wondered when one of you 
bastards 
would ask that. You can have the honour of marking me, 
Welling!’ 

Poor suckers, he thought rapidly. /'ve got another bottle, 
of 
remover - and, by God, nobody'll catch me in the act with 
this "muck" 
on my arm! 


Boots held his arm back inside the van, out of the faint 


light spilling 
from the ring illuminations. His flesh glowed all right. The 
dragon 


plainly visible. 


The old Humber attracted little or no interest from 
Hooper as it 
changed gears and moved past the lay-by. Even if the 


crook had peered 

inside he would have seen a man and woman in the front 
seat - a couple 

starting off for a 3aturday night's entertainment 
somewhere. 


‘Well?’ the driver asked his companion: 


Julia Wheterby tilted her mirror and kept gazing into the 
glowing 
gloom behind their vehicle. 'I definitely saw a glow,' she 
remarked, 


‘| saw three,' P.C. Stevenson tutted, puzzled. 


Julia called her mobile operator. 'Fox-Tango Seven-0O 
reporting to. 
Inspector Hendricks. Suspects halted in Nile Road lay-by.' 


Hendricks voice sounded worried. 'A breakdown?' 


‘No, sir. .... it would appear he is doctoring one of his 
men's arms! 


. 'Doctoring?' 
‘Applying something from a bottle, sir!' 
Stevenson urged, Tell him about the glows!’ . 


Julia pulled a face at her companion as he. turned into 
Manson 
Close. 'We noticed a glow coming from sorne of his men, 
Sir...' 


Hendricks exploded. 'What the blazes . are . you talking 
about, 
Constable?’ 


'I can't describe it, sir... ' 


; ‘Make an effort... t That was sarcastic. 


‘Well, sir... like the way the hands of a wristwatch glow 
in the 


dark, sir!' 

‘Phosphorescent paint?’ 

‘That's it, sir!’ Julia was now excited. 

‘Distinguishing marks,' Hendricks said firmly. 

‘Could be, sir!’ 

‘Stick close, Constable ...' Hendricks silenced the two- 
way 
conversation. 

Sliding her hand microphone onto its cut-off lever, Julia 
waited 
until Stevenson had their car pointing back at Nile Road 
before asking, 
‘How can he be so bloody smart?’ 

‘He's an inspector.' Stevenson grinned and let it go. 

‘When do Evans and Waltham take over?’ 

‘The service station .. .' 

‘That's ten miles .. .' 

'We can keep up with his banger,' the man said. 

‘| wonder why Hooper wants his men marked?' 


Lighting a cigarette the policeman kept his eyes prying the 
darkness 
of Nile Road. ‘Ours is not to worry, luv - we're the first 


watch!2 


Julia plucked at her skirt. Settled material over her 
kneecaps. 
She'd heard the rumours in the stationhouse. This guy was 
a 
womaniser de luxe. Three of her female cop comrades had 
been on 
stakeouts with him before and all reported he took 
advantages... nice 


advantages but nevertheless leading to more than a kiss 
and cuddle. 


‘I'm getting married next month,’ Julia said. 
‘And what brought that up?’ 
She laughed lightly. 'A warning. . .' 


'As if | needed it,' he returned her laugh. 'Percy told me 
this 
afternoon!’ 

God bless her Percy! she thought. A/ways looking after her 
virginity! 

‘There they go!' Stevenson sounded uptight as he 
released the 
handbrake and got into first gear. 


The van shot by, clanking like a harvesting machine. 
‘And away we go,’ Julia said, leaning forward to observe ... 


Noel Muir listened to his son lan's request and exchanged 
glances 
with Steve Penn. 


‘Mr Hooper's terrific, dad,’ young lan said. 'You should see 
his 
muscles ... He dropped his head and asked, 'Can he spend a 
weekend 
with us, Dad?' 


Muir took his cues from Steve. 'I can't see any reason why 
not, lad.’ 


The roar of a crowd filtered through the glass separating 
the trio 
from the track. Flashing lights on the Tote board showed a 
last minute 
bundle going on the second favourite. The hare had started 


its electric 
run. 


‘Did Hooper ask when we had our busiest night at the 
stadium, lad?’ 


lan smiled widely. 'Oh, yes - he didn't want to be a burden 
coming 
when you were unable to talk to him!’ 


Steve shrugged. 


'I see ...' Muir sounded distant now, eyes glued to the 
traps. 


Steve caught the excitement hanging in the air. Those 
Sharing the 
restaurant with them stopped eating, some forks holding 
food inches 
from open mouths. 


The hare shot past the traps and, automatically, six 
greyhounds 
flashed from them, long legs working furiously, snouts 
pointed fora 
"kill". 

‘Watch Lady Astronaut,’ Muir grunted, straining forward, 
hands 
clenched into fists. 


lan eyed the procedures casually, not in the least affected 
by the 
betting instinct. 


Steve kept his gaze firmly fixed on Number 3 - a white 
bitch whose 
record made her a favourite for the Greyhound Derby 
classic. He'd had 
a few opportunities to view the dogs on parade. His money 
was on 
Number 6 - mentally. He'd tactfully brushed aside Muir's 


offer of a bet. 

Pleasure and business, in his opinion, never did mix. And, 
too, he'd 

been bored stiff with dog racing after a dozen or so visits to 
the 

Chelterton track during his late skinhead days. Now, if it 
had been 

horse racing ... 


He wondered about this as the dogs headed into the first 
bend. 
Personally, he couldn't stand greyhounds. Dogs he liked - 
Labradors, 
golden retrievers, spaniels, occasionally poodles. Not 
greyhounds, 
though. Horses ... ah, that noble animal. It didn't matter 
how large or 
small the horse, he loved it. Showjumping, National Hunt, 
flat. .. Just 
grazing in a field. In a Western. A ploughing competition. A 
horse 
was a horse was a horse... 


‘Wide!’ Muir roared. Too wide, Lady .. .' 
Lady Astronaut bumped, swung even wider. 


Number 6 - Headhunter - cut inside, speeding in pursuit of 
Number 
2, Skubiboon. 


Steve saw a Steak cube fall from a fork and drop into a 
wine glass. 
He grinned. There goes a packet and a drink, he thought. 
Not that the 
balding man flushedly urging the Lady on noticed. His 
escort certainly 
didn't. She twisted and writhed like her knickers were on 


the same 
bitch! 


Young lan calmly helped himself to a Scotch, pleading with 
Steve 
not to bring his father’s attention to this underaged 
"outrage". 


Steve winked, let the boy down his drink. Good luck,.he 
thought. 
If he can have a palate for the stuff that's his worry. And it 
could be in 
times to come! 


Headhunter streaked by Skibiboon. 


Muir glanced across at the enquiry agent, expressionless. 
'You 
could be on a good thing,' he said flatly. 


'Do you bet?' Steve asked. 


The Scotsman smiled generously. 'Not me, laddie . . that 
doesn't 
stop me having an interest, though!' 


‘Like Lady Astronaut?'. 


‘Ye could have 'em chopped off for Muir remembered his 
son 
by his side. Grinning hugely, he ruffled the boy's hair, 
asked, 'Must ye 


wear it so long? 


lan raced fingers through his hair. 'Dad,' he wailed, 
conscious of his 
"style". 

Steve felt his body tighten into knots as Headhunter came 
towards 
the line a clear length in 
front. - 


'A decent price,’ Muir said fatalistically, acknowledging a 
worthy 
winner. Lady Astronaut finished in third. 'Now, for the next 
race... 


'Not for me; sir,' Steve said pointedly. 


Ah, yes ...' Muir got to his feet, spoke to lan: 'You stay 
here,’ lad 
I'll be back shortly. ' 


He. took Steve’s arm then. Whispered,' 'Can't have him 
discover his 
weekend choice of guest is nothing but a bloody crook...’ 


CHAPTER TEN 


BOOTS WELLING climbed from the van, stiff and travel 
sore. The 
parking lot bulged at the seams with this year's models. 
Lights from 
the stadium glared over the stands, throwing long shadows 
across the 
empty vehicles. 


‘Sleeves down until we're ready,’ Hooper ordered, 
impatiently 
waiting for his gang to tumble from the old van. 'The signal 
is agreed?’ 

Flick grinned, carefully covered his dragon mark. 

‘Yeah, one flash.’ . 

‘And if we abort?’ Hooper asked. 


Paul replied: 'Two short and one long... ..' 


Boots added, 'And run like fuck!+ 
Hooper did not take kindly to the interjection. 


Ken did. He laughed nervously. l'Il be a spoeed-ball,' he 
said. 
'Zoom - and off!' 


'Mix with the crowds,' Hooper offered in advice. 'Make a 
few bets. 
They've got private fuzz at this stadium and they'd notice if 
somebody 
didn't bet.' 


'How many races left?’ Boots asked. 
Hooper consulted his watch. ‘Two.' 
‘Any hot tips?’ Flick asked. 


Hooper wanted to belt the arrogant ex-Biker. Didn't. The 
choice is 
Strictly yours... 


‘I'm bloody broke,' Boots complained. 


Hooper sighed, felt he could afford a fiver. Handing it to 
Boots he 
said, ‘That's off your loot!’ 


Boots nodded. He was ahead of this game! If Steve Penn 
had the 
tune called there would be no loot. 


‘Get weaving,’ Hooper said and locked the van's rear 
doors. ‘I'll see 
you later ...' He wanted to make sure his other car had 
been parked in 
the appointed slot. 


Boots joined the others and walked through the parked 
vehicles to 
the nearest turnstile. He glanced over his shoulder 
occasionally, lost 
sight of Hooper. It didn't worry him. The final briefing 
between 
Hendricks, Penn and himself had made it clear there'd be 
plants in the 
parking lot. Undercover policemen. 


In the old days when he'd been a solo artist, Hooper used 
to tell his 
pub mates he could sniff out a copper a mile away. Now, his 


famous 
nose sensed something rotten in Shalforth. 


He skirted the area where his escape car was supposed to 
be and 
wandered idly round the lot. To a casual watcher it 
appeared as if he'd 
forgotten where his car was but, actually, his keen eyes 
were scanning 
everywhere. Alert for the slightest incongruity. For people 
doing 
nothing when they should have been hurrying to get a bet 
on or leaving 
with pockets emptied by the bookies. 


A snogging couple did not cause him undue tension. These 
days 
they bloody got at it anywhere. 


His nose still twitched. He'd covered the entire lot now and 
nothing 
aroused his suspicious further. 


Damn! 


Making a second scout around, he carefully noted the 
registration 
plates on the hired car. Thank God it was there. He couldn't 
venture to 
check that the keys were attached to the frame by a 
magnetic block... 
an old trick. 


Damn! Damn! 


Am I getting beyond it? he asked himself. Have I been in 
the racket 
too long? 


Beryl and Charles went into another clinch. They kissed, 
and for 
the space of three minutes, the kiss developed into a 
passionate 
forerunner of... 


‘Don't, Charles,' Beryl whispered. 

‘When we've signed off?' the man asked. 
‘| don't know!' 

‘Where is he?' 


The woman looked over the man's shoulder, picked up her 
suspect. 
‘Going to the turnstile.’ 


They broke apart. Each breathing heavily. 'I could,' the 
man said. 


‘Me, too,’ the woman agreed and straightened her 
rumpled clothing. 


‘I'm married,’ Charles said. 
‘Me, too,' she said again. 
‘SO?! 

'We can't! 

‘Can't or shouldn't?’ 


‘Charles ...' Her hand fell on his upper thigh, quickly 
returned to 
her lap. 


‘That's what | mean,' he mentioned. 


‘I'm never going on another assignment like this,' Beryl 
said. 


‘Shall | contact Hendricks?' 
Beryl breathed deep, slow. 'Yes,' she said listlessly. 


P.C. Charles Randall lifted the microphone and called 
headquarters. 
The perfume wafting across his nostrils created more 
distractions from 
duty than he'd ever known in his seven years in the Force. 


‘Hooper's entered the Stadium, Inspector,’ he said when 
Hendricks 
came on the mobile line. 


‘The others?’ 
‘They went in ages ago.’ 
‘What did Hooper do?' 


‘Walked round the car park, sir. We believe he has a 
second vehicle 
planted!’ 


‘Nice work, Randall.' 

‘Sir, can... ?' 

‘Stay put!' Hendricks used his officious curtness. 'Keep in 
touch 
with our other units.’ 

'Yes, sir... l 


Beryl sighed and moved a few inches to her side window. 
'Smoke?' 
she asked. 


'End?' he countered. 
‘It's got to be, Charles. We can't afford to... you know!' 


Taking a packet of menthols from his pocket he offered 
one. 'A pity 
we didn't meet like this years ago,' he said. 


‘Pity? No, Charles - not a pity! A damned shame!’ 


Three greyhounds crossed the line in a photo-finish. The 
Tote 
board flashed and Boots elbowed through men more 
concerned with 
their tilting fortunes than the feet stepping on their toes. 

Where the bloody hell is Steve Penn? 

In case anything went wrong Boots had two tickets in his 
pocket on 
dog Number 5. He didn't bother watching the Tote result. A 
few quid 
won or lost was nothing compared to his life. 

Life ... 

Hooper would come after him if Steve and Hendricks 
goofed! 

A beating... 

A few Kung Fu blows - and maybe a wheelchair for 
eternity. 

But Flick. .. 

Now he was a cat of a different colour! 

A sadist! 

A bloody maniac! 

His eyes swept the track ... up into the stands to Flick! 


Arrogant, 
forceful, ripe for violence. 


He hated Flick, and his ilk. In his skinhead days the Bikers 
had 
been poison - still were if they kept their bloody- 
mindedness the way 
Flick had. 


Leopards can't change their spots... 
Yes, they bloody can if... 
‘Keep walking,’ Steve Penn's voice said in his ear. 


Boots felt tension fall from him like droplets in a shower. 
‘God,' he 
breathed, 'l've been going crazy!’ 


They reached a crowd round a bookie sheltering under a 
multi-coloured umbrella. 'Five to one the field,’ the bookie 
yelled, clerk 
ready to accept offers for his profit ledger. Favourites 
Strictly priced. 


‘We've had reports,' Steve mentioned. 


Boots rolled back his sleeve and hid the view under the 
throng's 
close pressures 'Look,' he said. 


‘The dragon skins!' Steve said. 
‘Bloody marked,' Boots wailed. 


Steve grabbed the sleeve and rolled it down. 'Keep that 
covered. ' 


‘Until we get the signal,’ Boots mentioned. 
‘Which is ... and don't be so nervous!’ 


Boots grinned lopsidedly. 'Steve - I'm shiftin' meself. This 
isn't 
what | thought it'd be! Hooper's a maniac... he'll maim 
somebody if 
we don't stop him!’ 


Steve felt for his companion. His -fingers lightly brushed 
Boots' 
hand. ‘I'm with you, mate,' he said. 'lI've got some hot boys 
on hand. ' 


They'll have to be!’ 


‘And Hendricks has quite a Task Force standing by...' 
Boots caught Ken out of the comer of his eyes. 
‘I'm off. . .' he said and vanished into the crowd. 


Watching the ex-skinhead depart, Steve Penn didn't blame 
Boots for 
having trepidations. It was one helluva thing to go back on 
cultist 
views that had, over the aggro period, become a life-form. 
Yet, many 
Skins had carefreely tossed overboard beliefs held in 
formative years. 
Himself included. His staff, too. 


The last race was about to be run... 

He'd a feeling for one dog inthis... 

The hell with it, he thought. /’// wager a few bob... 
He got down to the bookie. 


The odds changed faster than Aladdin could rub his magic 
lamp. 
He caught the best price and went out on a wagering limb 


‘Three quid to win Bread Line!’ 
The bookie shouted, 'There's a man who knows his baker 


1 

.. ~ and 

the crowd laughed. No wonder - ten to one against when 
Wisdom's 

Pearl was trapped to win! 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


IN his office, Noel Muir estimated the night's take. Not less 
than 
£250,000 according to preliminary counts. Perspiration 
trickled down 
from his hairy armpits. Coated his chest. That had always 
been a bone 
of contention in his marriage bed. His wife hadn't been 
exactly 
enamoured with his manly hairs. 


Pushing family quarrels aside he concentrated on getting 
the cash 
into his safe as fast as possible. 


The Tote carried their own insurance. Whatever happened 
come 
the "night of these thugs" he did not want to be lumbered 
by another 
increased expense. 


lan had gone home, the worse for drinking secret drams. 
He'd have 
to talk to that lad. And, no doubt, Jeannie would have more 
thana 
tongueful to let fly at him. 


Pen poised over a ledger, he gazed at a far wall. Fate 
certainly 
knew how to hit a man more than once in his legitimate 
Span... He 
closed his memory to those troubles. 


‘Come in/ he roared to a knock on the door: 

Steve Penn entered. 

'Oh...' 

The ex-skinhead grinned. 'Busy?' 

‘Worried, laddie...’ 

Steve took a seat, sank into the plush leather. ‘I've seen 
Boots...' 

' And?’ 

'Hooper's ready to roll!' 

'Where does that leave me?' 

'Covered!' Steve leant forward. 'Mr Muir - this isn’t just 


any old 
raid. It's covered by my boys and the police. You can't lose . 
'Penn,' Muir yelled, 'l'm sick and tired of people telling me 
what | 
can or cannot lose. This is my stadium. Everything | own is 
mortgaged to the hilt to make this venture a viable project. 
Can I sit 
here counting the bank's rake-off and stay cool?’ 
‘You're saying one raid would make you bankrupt?’ 


Muir gestured hopelessly. ‘Just about. . . ' he admitted. 
‘Have you 
any idea of what the charges are for an overdraft the size of 
mine?! 

‘Not knowing how much you owe | can't,’ Steve said. 

"A cool half million,’ the Scotsman replied. 

‘God!' 

‘He can't give me any comfort,’ Muir said. 


Steve grinned. 'But you're not going to be taken tonight!4 


"No?! 
'No!' 
Muir held his hands out, studied the shake on each. 


There's my 
dilemma... .' 


‘Have a Scotch,' Steve suggested. 
The Scotsman glared. 'Nasty,' he said. 


‘Not nasty - truth! You are a true patriot. You believe in the 
powers of the dram...’ 


Muir threw his hands heavenwards. 'An Englishman with 
commonsense.’ 


'How many people are aware that you are putting reserves 
in the 
safe ahead of time?' Steve asked. 


‘Nobody! Why?' 

‘If Hooper happens to havea plant.' 
‘| thought his contact was my son?' 
‘One - but we cannot guarantee...' 


‘Stop!' Muir got to his feet, the cash before him 
temporarily 
forgotten. 'This is making me more nervous. ' 


Steve also got to his feet. 'I've got work to do out there. 
He waved 
in the general direction of the track. 'Take it easy, sir... 
we're not 
idiots, you know! 

Seeing the door close behind the enquiry agent, Muir 
looked at the 
notes and coins on his desk. Suddenly realised how much 
he'd altered. 
And compelled himself to accept the cash as the bank's. 


Not his. Not 

payment on an overdraft that had seen a plot of land 
become a thriving 

dog-track... 


Hendricks had never been to a dog-track in his life. Thanks 
to the 
co-operation of the Shalforth police he had been given carte 
blanche on 
this operation and had command of a force several times 
stronger than 
he'd ever supervised previously. 


He'd checked with his two constables in the parking lot. 
Something 
told him all was not well there, but personal problems 
arising from 
undercover work were the concern of the operatives and 
not of his 
making. 


He took a good look round the track, doing his best to 
appear in the 
role of "hired" personnel. The sight of a police uniform did 
not attract 
undue attention. Wherever a sporting public gathered the 
law 
invariably walked a measured beat. 


Frankly, he was at a complete loss to explain the throng's 
excitement. Their acceptance of bookies lifting arms in 
supplication 
and calling upon the gods to save them from discerning 
gamblers. He 
could not understand the feverish atmosphere, the 


tightening features as 
six greyhounds paraded and went towards the traps. 


He accepted the fact he was not a gambling man. Not 
even on the 
pools. His idea of a "plunge" meant a 10p kick-in to the 
station's 
permutation sergeant. A weekly waste for which they'd 
never collected 
so much as £1 in return. 


The gigantic Tote board fascinated him. 


The number of women ready to wager housekeeping 
money amazed 
him. 

Once, as his eyes searched the crowds, he thought he 
spotted a 
much wanted man but then the crowd shifted, and swayed 
and rushed 
to get a final bet with the bookie brigade. And he lost his 
quarry. 


He did see Steve Penn, and carefully avoided the ex- 
Skinhead. Only 
when he reached the stairs leading up to a restaurant did 
he ask 
himself, why? 


Those nearest him saw a huge smile cover his face. He 
was acting 
like a ten-year-old after seeing his first screen thriller. An 
explanation 
filtered through his brain. This one operation could make 
him ... or 
break him. A success here meant a foot on ambition's 
ladder, a chance 
for his superiors to re-examine a record that had, until this 


moment, 
been moderate and ploddingly steady. 


Buta slip-up... 
He hated thinking about this! 


A tunnel entrance attracted him. From the roars in the 
stands he 
figured the dogs were nearly ready to leap from their traps. 
A 
compulsion caught his feet and drew him back to watch the 
running... 


Muir could wait a few minutes! 


If he wished to become an "expert" on this form of crowd 
control 
and security, he had, in a sense, to understand the 
fanaticism of those 
whose enjoyment came from following dogs chasing an 
electric, stuffed 
hare. 


Discarded tickets littered every comer of the stadium. In 
the 
half-light now that the pyloned illuminations had been 
turned off, the 
rubbish assumed a major role in management's many 
chores. Most 
people never stopped to think about what happened after 
the last race, . 
after the crowds had departed. 


Security guards checked the locked turnstiles, the thick 
gates. 
Others went round the stands looking for any sign of a 
planted bomb or 
burning refuse. Three stood outside the office, their 


Shapes barely 
distinguishable in the darkness. 


The police had long ago departed, going off singly or in 
pairs. The 
parking lot looked like some tarmacadamed wasteland 
swallowing a 
scattering of vehicles belonging to the guards and office 
staff. And two 
not yet found "strange"! 


A van... 
And a car! 


Inside the office, Noel Muir watched as his accounting 
members 
checked the stadium's take and the Tote's turnover. A 
running balance 
showed this to be an excellent night. With another hour 
remaining 
before the. last new penny was securely locked in the 
safe, their total 
had passed the £150,000 mark. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


SHADOWS reached into the stands and engulfed Flick. 
Moving 
swiftly from a stanchion to another friendly post, he held 
his breath as a 
security guard swung a flashlight and probed the paper- 
scattered rows. 
Just as well the man's hot anxious to do a thorough job, 
Flick thought. 
The way the cone of light flicked and jumped and darted 
off at angles 
Showed the man to be worth considerably less than he 
was paid. 


Slowly peeling back his sleeve, Flick bared his dragon 
mark. 
Maybe he'd have this permanently done by a recognised 
tattooist; in 
luminous colours, yet. 


Dragon-men!... 
It sounded fabulous! Fantastic! Terrific! 


When he'd become a Biker he hadn't realised what he 
was looking 
for. It took a year or more to reach a conclusion - 
belonging. The 
gear, the bike, the things they did ... Yes, THEY! All of 
them, from 
Cheltenham to Chelsea. From Boston, Lines to Bristol. 


From York to 
Yeovil. From London to Land's End. 


Now he had this. The dragon mark. A glowing symbol of 
another 
allegiance. He belonged again, and he loved it. 


The waving flashlight moved on and wrote its message 
across 
cluttered concrete - Flick is safe! 


A doubled, running shape crossed his immediate 
foreground. He 
wanted to call, did not dare. 


Where the bloody hell is the stupid bastard going? 


Hooper's instructions had been specific! Assemble near 
the front 
office... 


He watched the running shape slither into a tunnel and 
vanish from 
sight. He remembered a horrible dream he'd had some 
weeks ago... 


There'd been a break-in and the fuzz had surrounded the 
Joint. 
He'd managed to grab hold of a passing lorry, but couldn't 
climb into 
it. With one foot dragging on the road he'd been whisked up 
a 
gradient, verges falling away into awful chasms. Then, the 
lorry 
stopped and he'd found himself on a platform... lifting... 
lifting into 
the skies. They'd come to an opening in a cliff face and 
entered. He'd 
been seized by men in white uniforms, wearing helmets like 


building 
workers do. 


Sweat trickled down his sides! 
The dream had been so REAL... 
He moved softly down an aisle, remembering again... 


How long he'd been forced to "mine" wasn't clear, but he 
knew 
they'd done something to him - made him smaller, minute 
almost. He 
kept complaining to the boss but all his vocal pleadings 
went past deaf 
ears. He wanted out... White dust was everywhere, 
coating him and 
the earth. Then, one day? or night? he noted a cage 
through a gap. 
One man in the cage stood out from the beautiful women 
crowded 
round him - a huge man, grey haired and arrogant. 


God, can't | forget this? he asked as he crouched under a 
seat while 
a security officer swung his flashlight over the area. 


The monster of nightmare returned fast, determined to 
make him go 
through the whole gamut of emotions he'd experienced on 
wakening. 


He wanted to reach the arrogant man, knowing 
instinctively this 
was his enemy and saviour rolled to one. He fled, chopping 
down a 
"guard"... entered a long tunnel-corridor. Women came 
towards him, 
laughing and gay. Evening gowns flowing in gleaming 
colours. He 


tried to get past but one - slender, smiling, eager - grasped 
him and all 

his efforts to escape her failed. Then, he wanted her! 
Bending her 

over his left arm he kissed her... narrow lips unable to 
keep her teeth 

from pressing against his own lips. They fell to the while 
dust-coated 

ground, her gown flying upwards. She wore no knickers and 
he 

couldn't control the urge to possess her. He fondled, felt, 
recognised 

the signs of readiness. She moaned and writhed and let him 
spear her 

but something terrible was wrong. He was not taking her! 
He knew as 

he reached a climax ... saw her naked against him next, 
ugly scars on 

her shoulder making him shudder... her fingernails 
plucking at his 

flesh, raking down his spine tearing the flesh off him in 
strips. This was 

her pleasure... and her white teeth changed: silvered and 
fanged and 

sticking from thin grinning lips as her head came down. He 
had to 

escape... find that man... be brought back to full size and 
take the 

cage to his world. . . 


That had been when he awoke to a bed soaked in 
perspiration, body 
trembling, mind screaming for sanity. 


Damn! Damn! Damn! 


Subconsciously he knew that the dream had been a 
warning of some 


impending disaster. But what? Surely not this job! No - not 
this one. 
Hooper had convinced him they couldn't miss. 


He touched stone to his left and peered into the semi- 
night ahead. 
A single light burned in the distance, throwing figures into 
relief. The 
security men... 


Where are me mates? 


He looked everywhere, twisting his arm back and forth in 
the 
off-chance they'd see his dragon mark. He didn't want to be 
alone any 
longer. That blood dream... 


Boots knew all about Hooper’s instructions for the caper. 
He also 
wanted out, but fast. The word robbery kept hammering at 
his brain. 
He wasn't going to be a party to robbery. Even protected by 
the police, 
he did not intend to have the slightest smear on his official 
record. 


Completely ignorant of Flick above him, he side-stepped a 
steel 

trash bin and entered the down-sloping tunnel. This would 
take him 

into the stadium's innards, to be swallowed in sheltering 
darkness. 


Robbery... 


Screw Hooper! No amount of talking to himself would ever 
make 


him believe the crook was only interested in carrying out a 
robbery. All 

that Kung Fu training had been aimed at robbery with 
violence. 

Possibly to do away with eye-witnesses... 


That would mean murder! 


He ran scared now, bumping into obstacles. He wasn't a 
timid 
creature, a sissy. He'd stood toe-to-toe with some pretty 
vicious types 
and come out on top. But murder... NO! Not even injury to 
another. 
Those aggro days were far behind. And, anyway, he hadn't 
been 
deliberately trying to maim somebody then... 


Where the hell is Steve Penn? 
Has Hendricks got his men into position yet? 


He blundered and found himself on collision course, 
slithered to a 
halt and hurriedly bared his dragon mark... 


Hooper wished he had night-glasses. His preliminary 
information 
had not taken into account the scarcity of illumination near 
the offices 
where loads of money begged for him to stretch out a hand 
and help 
himself. 


The noise behind him had a strange sound to its hurrying 
feet. He 
swung, made out Boots Wei ling's form coming to a dead 


stop. From 
the wrong direction! 


He waited impatiently until Boots drew close. Then, 
pressing his 
mouth against the ex-skinhead's ear he hissed, 'Where the 
hell have you 
been?' 


‘| lost me way,' Boots replied softly, almost in righteous 
defiance. 


‘Bastards .. .' Hooper wheeled away, controlling an urge 
to teach 
this one a severe lesson. Kung Fu had done nothing for him 
except 


create a more deadly menace to society. The inner peace 
those, ancient 

Chinese thinkers had stressed before progressing in martial 
arts had 

never appealed to Hooper. He believed in the literal 
translation of 

Kung Fu- "working man" or "man of the fist". 


Dead ahead now the silent figures of Flick, Ken and Paul 
hugged a 
wall out of sight of the office security team. Going straight 
to them, 
Hooper tapped each on a shoulder and inspected their 
glowing dragon 
Signs. His, too, shone in the darkness although not as 
brightly as those 
intended for identification. Smiling secretly he repeated the 
word 
"identification" to himself. These kids wouldn't grass if 
caught and, in 
all probability, some would be. He hadn't bothered with the 
traditional 


masks or stockings or anything infantile. So what if some 
features were 
firmly implanted on the minds of their victims. Those able 
to talk 
would only remember a bunch of early twenty-year-olds 
reverting to 
their former aggro ways. 

Those able to talk ... 

Whispering, he said, 'Don't forget - we're on a hot job! 
They 
outnumber us a helluva lot so ... no fuckin' fooling about! 
Hit and hit 
hard! I've taught you how to put 'em away, now let's see 
if you're 
qualified for bigger things!’ 

Those able to talk... 

He'd play his part to the hilt! 

There wouldn't be any bastard who'd be able to tell 


some cop artist 
what he looked like. That risk wasn't included... 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


FOR some weird reason the light had been placed to 
,provide 
illumination along a wall whose several windows were 
already securely 
protected by well-anchored iron bars. The door - the 
natural entrance - 
had not been taken into account when the stadium 
electricians had 
carried out their orders for the installation of outside 
fixtures. . An.. 
oversight of some magnitude, Steve Penn thought as he 
crept closer.. 
closer to the general offices. 


If Boots's scheduje was correct Hooper and his Kung Fu 
squad 
should be preparing to attack within minutes. 


Coming to a corner of the Press quarters which Muir had 
seen fit to 
provide beneath the stands,. Steve waited ^ and 
watched. He could 
imagine the amount of booze that flowed behind the wall 
during 
meetings. "On the house" drinks for a corps of gentlemen 
much given 
to tippling. He visualised hardened sportswriters 
scribbling statistics as 
they nursed treble Scotches, or yelling into a telephone 


between 
gurgles. 


A bulge in his pocket annoyed Steve. He hadn't wanted a 
walkie-talkie in the first place, but Hendricks had insisted. 
"| don't 
trust this crash course your men are taking," the inspector 
had 
mentioned. "Hooper's gang have been trained to kill." 


Steve shuddered. He hated thinking about this aspect. 
Yet, in all 
honesty, he had to consider that one, or more, of the 
guards would not 
recover from the initial , assault. Kung Fu was not for. the ; 
likes of 


Hooper nor his bunch of ex-skins and Bikers. The 
knowledge of the 
ancients should never be allowed to become the common 
property of 
criminals although, he had to admit, this usually 
happened. Like it or 
not, those who embraced crime invariably possessed 
quick brains and 
could grasp those facets of attack which gave them a 
decided advantage 
against the forces of law and order. 


Kung Fu - boxing... 
If only it was as simple as that! 


Thank goodness men did not light in the squared ring 
using Kung 
Fu styles! 

I'm becoming a bloody thinker, Steve thought and 
grinned to 
himself. 


He captured a mental face - his Wu Shu instructor. When 
this 
business ended he intended to continue his studies. What 
he had been 
told interested him immensely. The unification of mind 
and spirit 
within the body, the deep meditation . . . three separate 
units constantly 
in harmony with the others. 


Suddenly, he concentrated .. . 


He could see Hooper's men move forward. The luminous 
dial of his 
watch confirmed the moment had come. He drew his 
walkie-talkie 
from its pocket and spoke softly. 'Penn here, don't reply.. 
. they're on 


the move! We'll handle the first stage . .. over and out! 4 


Carefully resting the instrument against the Press corps 
quarters, 
Steve slipped out of his coat. He wore loose clothing, the 
type his Wu 
Shu master had stressed vital for freedom of movement. 
Next, he 
removed the zip on overshoes he'd worn to cover his 
plimsolls. 


His feet hadn't been hardened to the extent of the 
Master's yet. He 
couldn't walk across stones nor even rough ground 
without feeling the 
agonising discomfiture of soles burning from a thousand 
prickles. 


One day, though... 
When I'm completely attuned. . . 


Arthur Veech curbed a desire to light a cigarette. A forty 
a day 
man, he found these security night jobs frustrating, 
boring. He had to 
have the work. A married man with five kids to support 
couldn't afford 
to pick and choose especially when the company paid 
above average 
wages for truly dedicated help. 


Since leaving the army he'd been hopelessly lost in a 
commercial 
world. Several jobs, one quickly following the other, had 
all resulted in 
the same dismissal notice. He just couldn't settle to 
routine. To a 
nine-till-five stint indoors. Years spent driving a tank and 
taking part 
in numerous manoeuvres without ever firing a shot in 
anger had geared 
him to breathing God's precious air and a feeling of 
freedom no office 
worker ever experienced. 


Moving nearer to his mate, Dave Thompson, he rubbed his 
hands 
together to bring circulation back and asked, 'How much 
longer? 

Thompson swore. 'Shit, how the hell do | Know?’ Jerking a 
thumb 
at the door behind them he growled, 'Bloody Scotsman - he 
won't finish 
up until every penny is counted!’ 


Veech smiled into the dark. Dave, too, had been a soldier. 
Infantry, and prone to burst out in a string of barrack-room 
oaths when 
the occasion demanded. Younger, by fifteen years, Dave did 
not have 
his responsibilities, but talked incessantly of finding a bird 
and settling 
down. A genuine Londoner without being a Cockney, Dave 
hated night 
duty as much as himself - for different reasons. Clubs and 
pubs played 
a major role in the ex-Tommy's life. 

‘I've got a bleedin' feelin',' Dave said, glancing over his 
shoulder. 

‘Like eyes boring into me spine!’ 
‘You were on the Wall too long,' Arthur said. 


‘Christ, at least you knew where the bleeders were there, ' 
Thompson 
declared. 'Have | ever told you about the time | got shot 
at?’ 

‘No more than fifty... .' 

‘Be like that!' Dave leant against the wall. 


‘Go ahead, tell me again,’ Veech said. ‘It'll take, my mind 
off a fag.' 


Checking on their third mate, Dave grinned and said, 
‘Light up, 
man - he isn't God Almighty!' 


Arthur dug into his pocket.. Dave had worked with Gerald 
Lawrence before. He trusted his soldier pal. Dave wouldn't 
let him get 
brought before the managing director with the possibility of 
the boot. 


Drawing smoke down into his lungs Arthur sighed. 'Good,' 
he said. 


‘Put that bloody fag out!' Lawrence's voice bellowed. 
‘You bastard!’ Veech growled and prepared to nick his butt. 


‘Go ahead,’ Dave said. And to the formless shape on his 
left he 
called, 'Can't a bloke have some fun!’ 


Lawrence left his post guarding a tunnel which came from 
the 
stadium proper to the office complex. 


In the months he'd worked alongside Thompson he had 
formed a 
very loose friendship. A tenuous thing based on the man's 
ability to 
obey orders and his cheerfulness no matter what the 
weather nor how 
long the duty stint. But he was in charge. The boss had said 
so. And 
if Thompson thought he could skirt round orders he had 
another think 
coming. .. 


'You!' Lawrence muttered and stood between the pair. 'No 
smoking .. .' he snarled. 


Dave grumbled, 'Go ahead - be a bloody spoilsport. 
Deprive a bloke 
of a few drags...’ 


Lawrence trembled, wanted to show "rank". He hadn't 
served. 
Hadn't even been a copper. He'd come into the security 
organisation 
from a recommendation of a brother-in-law who just 
happened to play 
golf with the company's managing director. 


Arthur Veech sensed Lawrence's mood and dropped his 
cigarette, 
grounding it beneath his foot. 'l... |. ..' he muttered. 


Oh, forget it!’ Lawrence interrupted, suddenly finding 
compassion. 
‘In future ask me'He made it a chastisement for Dave. 


As he straightened his shoulders for a dignified exit... 
Dave shouted: 'Watch it!' 


Flick zeroed in on his target. The shout shook him. He'd 
prepared 
himself for a certain blow... now he switched, fluidly. 
Hands tight to 
his chest in the manner of the Kung Fu "boxer" stance to 
meet the 
unanticipated. 


Lawrence took stock of the situation, made a wild grab 
and clamped 
both hands on Flick's gear. 


Instead of backing off, Flick reached inside the guard's 
arms, seized 
the lapels of his uniform. In a continuous split-second 
motion he leapt 
up, slammed both feet to the man's belly. Where the 
momentum should 
have sent Lawrence flying backwards, Flick used his body 
to reverse 
this and came down hard on the ground. Legs locking and 
straightening like a pair of steel columns, he held the target 
on his feet 
before applying the final push. His hips came off the ground 


Lawrence screamed as he flew in a gigantic arc towards 
the office 


complex wall. His hands shot out to ward off the crunch too 
late. His 

head hit, body next. Folding and sliding down the solid wall 
into a 

heap at its base. 


Boots shuddered. No two ways about it - the security man 
was 
going to need a helluva lot of medical treatment! 


Dave Thompson, sickened by the sound of Lawrence's 
battering, 
tore forward. This bastard wouldn't get at him. His feet 
itched to drive 
one into the bloke's balls... 


Paul Tite saw Thompson shoot forward. Automatically, his 
mind 
flashed signals ... a mixture of Japanese and Chinese 
terminologies. 
An Empi elbow smash to the ribs slowed his man... more 
Karate than 
Kung Fu - but with the same end result. A snake stance 
gave him the 
balance and he spun through 360 degrees to deliver a 
devastating right 
Snap kick across Thompson's abdomen. 


Hooper caught Veech with a flat hammer blow, a closed 
fist hitting 
with the palm heel and folded knuckles. As the head 
Snapped back, 
Hooper unleashed a series of virulent Hiraken blows... 
fists, club-like 
weapons, pounding flesh into grapefruitish pulp, splintering 
cheek 
bones and jellying the man to a helpless mass. 


‘Break open the door,' Hooper called, in command now. 


Boots didn't mind this part of the raid. He had to show a 
readiness 
to stand shoulder to shoulder with his companions, He felt 
down the 
wood, located the locks. 


Taking a deep breath he stepped back, balanced and ... 


A shriek tore from him, giving strength to his stomach 
muscles. 
His right foot smashed against the solid door, all the kicking 
power of 
trained legs and foot going into it. Even as he heard a 
groaning, 
cracking sound he whirled and moved aside.... 


Proud of his achievement, Boots watched Ken apply his 
techniques 
to the door. Another terrific kick and ... 


Boots followed his comrades into the office. Chris 
slammed at the 
wire-mesh protecting the counter top, oblivious of the 
breaking strands 
tearing at his skin. 


Hooper darted forward, bolt-cutters ready. One prolonged 
pressure 
and the padlock safeguarding the accounting section from a 
Surprise 
attack snapped .. . fell away. 

Muir heard the disturbance. He tensed. This was it! 

What did he do? Play it cool or... 

Scooping notes into a basket which they used for check 
run-through 
he hurried to the safe, slammed the contents willy-nilly 


inside and 
locked the door. 


‘Don't move ...'a voice called. 


Muir tensed. A premonition of danger made him cautious. 
His 
"spirit guide" had made it clear ... no heroics... no 
unnecessary 
movements. 


He watched Hooper's mob stream past the first security 
check. 
Picked out "the" man! 


So where was Penn? 
And Hendricks? 


A clerk went for a Queen's award and threw a punch at 
one of the 
"dragon men". 


A good try, but not good enough! 


Spear-hands stabbing and jabbing like eye-destroying 
merv-warhead 
missiles, his opponent countered the ineffectual right and 
pulverised the 
courageous attempt by multiple-finger thrusts that ripped 
and destroyed 
all in a series of lightning-speed movements to leave the 
brave, clerk 
flat on the floor. 


'I warned you,’ Hooper snarled, kicking the prostrate man 
in the 


ribs. 

Even in the light spilling from a dozen overhead lamps the 
dragon 
marks glowed. Like beacons spreading their warning of 
advancing 


hordes. 


‘Stop!’ Muir roared. 
‘Shut him up,' Hooper told Boots. 


Time hung sickeningly for the ex-skinhead. His moment of 
truth 
had at last arrived. 


‘You... ' Muir pointed at Hooper. 'Call them off! Take what 
you 
want. We won't fight you. ' 


Hooper grinned sadistically. ‘Bloody right!’ he snapped. 
‘What the 


hell's keeping you?' he asked Boots. 
The ex-skin gestured. 'He said they wouldn't. . .' 
‘And | said shut him up!’ 
Please, Steve... Boots prayed. 
‘Jump to it!" Hooper sounded increasingly angry. 


Boots shuffled forward, taking a stance. His hands formed 
tiger's 
heads, knowing he would never strike at the Scotsman ... 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


STEVE PENN felt sick as he looked down at the 
unconscious 
security guards. Not physically ill, but mentally disturbed 
that men like 
Jack Hooper should be permitted the freedom to carry out 
savageries 
like these. The man was an animal and should be caged. 


Steve wanted to bend and attend to the men's injuries but 
any delay 
now could bring more misery to more innocents. 


Standing in the light cone coming from the broken door, 
Steve 
signalled with arms raised. Figures burst from the 
surrounding night, 
hurried to his side. Young, grim, palely determined to 
Support Steve's 
claims that skinheads were no longer a force for evil but, 
instead, a 
power of good. 


‘Follow me,' Steve said rushing forward, remembering 
something. 


"You realise," his instructor said, 7 cannot teach you more 
than the 
basic ward-offs and attacking thrusts most likely to save 
your life. For 
defence we'll be a Praying Mantis. In going forward against 
an 


opponent a Fu-/ow Pai, or tiger's claw. Perhaps a White 
Crane should 
there be more than one enemy... 


Insects, animals and birds - the raw material for Kung Fu 
movements. 


He reached the doorway, forced his boiling thoughts to 
simmer 
gently as he studied the set-up inside. Only fools rush in, he 
decided, 
and quietly entered. 


Boots glanced over his shoulder, calculating the odds 
against taking 
on Hooper and the others single handedly. He was as good 
as Flick, 
better than Paul. But Hooper . . . could the pupil become 
master so 
soon? 


‘Steve!' Boots' voice ripped through the offices. His face lit 
with 
relief. 

Hooper stared, suddenly aware of movements behind him 
and spun, 
elbows tight into his sides, the neutral riding horse stance 
leaving him 
ready for anything. His eyes swept the faces of those 
entering the office 
...and he smiled dangerously. 'We have company, men,' 
he growled, 
leaping back. 


Steve kicked aside the broken padlock. The clatter acted 
to clear 
the fog fuzzing Flick's head. Bellowing like an enraged bull, 
he 
charged at Boots, momentarily forgetting his Kung Fu 


training and 
reverting to street-brawling methods. 'Double-crossing 
bastard!’ 


Hooper's eyes darted to Flick, his features slackening. 'Not 
that 
way, Flick,’ he shouted. 


Too late... 


Boots always had an advantage over his "class-mates". 
Whereas 
they only listened to Hooper and took his instructions for 
the full 
gospel, he had read other manuals, developed skills the 
likes of Flick 
would never understand. 


As the ex-Biker bored in, Boots positioned himself with 
lightening 
reflexes. From the kair-mar sik riding horse he stepped back 
a pace, 
placing his body weight on the right leg and warded off 
Flick's first 
punch with his left arm. Already he was moving into the 
attacking 
dragon stance, right arm circling until he landed a hand 
sword blow to 
Flick's left collarbone. 


Flick staggered, pain flooding his brain. 


Before the ex-biker could recover, Boots pulled his right 
arm back 
into his waist and speared at Flick’s heart with his left. 


Hooper swore. He had underestimated Welling, and that 
fault could 
well be his undoing unless... 


Steve saw Hooper's indecision and took advantage. He 
knew none 
of his boys would dare tackle a Kung Fu Master, even one 
as counterfeit 
as Jack Hooper. If the man was to be tamed, he had to do it. 
Alone ... 


By now, Boots had Flick screaming in agony, hurting but 
not 
deliberately aiming to permanently injure the other. 


Some of Hooper's so-called dragon-men looked 
desperately near to 
giving in without a battle and the master criminal could not 
afford this. 
Yelling 'GET THEM!’ he went to Flick's aid. His hands 
blurred, 
seeking an opening through Boots' frantic ward-offs. Then, 
he 
Snap-kicked the ex-skinhead in the balls. 


Steve saw Boots crumple, Hooper about to finish him off. 
‘'HOOPER!' he shouted. 


The criminal heard his name through a black fury. He 
hesitated, 
spun to confront the source of identification. 


‘There are a dozen policemen outside,' Steve said. 
Hooper's mind recoiled. 


‘You've done bird before, why make it worse on yourself, ' 
Steve 
continued. 


‘NO!' The man leaped high, landed a side snapkick to 
Boots's solar 
plexus as the ex-skin struggled to his feet, and attempted 
to spear Steve 
in the throat. 


The blow didn’t contact simply because Steve warded it 
off with his 
right arm and delivered a back fist to Hooper's temple. 
Unfortunately 
for the enquiry agent he had yet to discover the real secret 
of making 
every blow lethal. Hooper shook off the blinding pain 
quickly and 
countered with a two-handed push into Steve's chest. 


Scotsman Muir, watching from the rear of the office, gave 
Penn 
credit for guts and more than a little ability. He knew 
nothing about 
the finer points of Kung Fu boxing, but he could see from 
the several 
independent fights taking place that great skill was an 
essential of any 
combat. Forgetting the furious encounters, Muir checked on 
his people 
noticed, with satisfaction, that they'd managed to get out of 
the direct 
line of fire. His gaze suddenly lit on Tote takings... and 
throwing 
discretion to the winds, charged across the office to rescue 
them. 


Recovering his balance, Steve parried another spear 
thrust and took 
a left snake stance... 


Hooper smashed an elbow into Muir as the Scotsman 
came close. A 
loud whooshing sound tore from the man and he blundered 
forward, 
felt his arm seized in a paralysing grip. His mouth sucked in 
air even 
as Hooper hurled him at Steve. 


Damn him! Steve thought and caught the headlong Scot. 


For precious split-seconds Muir's body blocked out Hooper. 
When 
he had the Scot steadied, Steve was in time to see the 
criminal grab a 
basket of money, dart round the counter and make for the 
broken exit 
door. 


Inspector Hendricks fumed silently. Being a spectator in 
what was 
essentially a police action did not appeal. Being a non- 
seeing spectator 
appealed evein less. Not knowing what was happening or 
when his men 
were due to play their legitimate role in the proceedings 
created a 
growing unease within him. He paced back and forth, 
constantly 
picking out his waiting men in the darkness. 


Pity the constable who dared leave his position, he 
thought 
viciously. Or the man who moved before he gave the order.. 


'Sir!' 
Hendricks turned, tension building. 
‘Somebody came out. ..' 


Hendricks strained his eyes peering into the night. He 
couldn't see 


a movement anywhere. 'Where?1 he asked. 
‘| couldn't tell where he went, sir,' the constable said. 


A decision had to be made. 'We're going in!' Hendricks 
said boldly. 
He brought his walkie talkie set to his lips. ‘Penn... can 
you hear me, 
Penn?’ Nothing. Not even decent static. Rage filled him. 
Striding 
forward at a cracking pace he heard the solid tramp tramp 
of his men 
behind. There wasn't any sound so reassuring, he believed; 


When he reached the light spilling from the broken office 
door he 
paused momentarily. The noise of a terrific struggle from 
inside made 
him wonder if his decision had been wise. And yet... 
Tossing fears to 
the moon he went forward again, entered the building. 


‘My God!' 
Framed in the doorway, Hendricks looked round. 


‘Take them to the cars. See if they require medical 
treatment!’ 
Hendricks swore vengeance of sorts on those who had done 
this 
monstrous thing. On those who, in his estimation, had 
allowed it to 
happen. Steve Penn, for a start. What little he had seen of 
the three 
security guards did not even begin to prepare him for the 
next sight to 
greet his official gaze. 


The office was complete chaos. Bodies lay sprawled in 
various 
positions on the floor, furnishings shattered and strewn in 
confusion 
amidst the carnage. Weaving and snaking like grotesque 


creatures 

from the dark, distant past were the remaining members of 
Hooper's 

dragon-squad and Steve's last three ex-skinheads. 


‘Separate them!' Hendricks yelled and stood aside for his 
burly men 
to enter the fray. 


A brutal knifehand blow across the mouth sent the first 
policeman 
reeling. Steve ducked the second blow from Ken, parried 
and froma 
dog stance kicked his opponent in the groin. Two more 
policemen 
were there, arm-locking the raider as he bubbled in 
anguish. 


It wasn't that Hooper's thugs could not have continued the 
fight with 
a chance of making good an escape. It was their sudden 
lack of interest 
in loot and Steve's spontaneous plea that ended the battle. 


‘That's enough,’ he yelled, arms raised. 'Don't make it 
tougher on 
yourselves...’ 


Slowly, yielding to the boys in blue as Steve's men 
watched from 
Striking positions, the dragon-skins gave up. 


Muir groaned and shook his head from side to side. 
‘Laddie, ye 
saved the day ... at an awful cost!’ 

Steve knew the Scotsman was not referring to money. 


Hendricks did not. He practically snarled. 'Cost be damned 
- What 
about those injured men?’ 


Ignoring the outraged burst, Steve asked, 'Did you get 
Hooper?’ 


Hendricks blinked owlishly. 'Isn'the... ?' 


'No!+ Steve turned away, went to examine his stricken 
men. Only 
partially aware that the police were quickly removing 
Hooper's lot. 


Boots Welling looked up from the floor, face contorted as 
pain 
consumed him. 'Thanks .. .' 

‘Save it,' Steve told him. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


THE Globe & Post carried the story. . . 
ENTER THE DRAGON MEN 


A daring raid by a gang of Kung Fu experts ended in 
disaster for 
the criminals last night when Police and members of Steve 
Penn's 
"Terrace Patrol" proved that the forces of law and order can 
sometimes be more prepared than the Underworld 
anticipates. 


Information supplied by Boots Welling, an ex-skinhead, 
nipped 
the activities of Jack Hooper in the bud. Hooper, once the 
most 
wanted man in Britain, escaped but a police sookesman 
said, 'We 
feel reasonably certain Hooper will be behind bars within a 
few 
days.' 

The raid, which the crooks hoped would nett them some 
£200,000 
in cash, was on Shalforth greyhound racing track. Three 
security 
guards are in hospital, one in a serious condition. 


Mr Noel Muir, stadium manager, praised the work of 
Penn's 
ex-skinhead squad. According to him: 'They fought like 
proverbial tigers against trained hoodlums. | understand 


Steve 

ordered a crash course in this Kung Fu style of boxing for 
his men 

once the size of the problem was known. ' 


Inspector Hendricks flung his newspaper aside and sat 
with fingers 
steepled in contemplation. He did not mind Penn getting a 
large 
portion of the credit although he felt that Hooper's 
apprehension would 
receive minimum publicity, and this probably after many 
police 
man-hours had gone into the capture. 


A knock on the door brought him erect, officious. 


Two people entered on his command and stood to 
attention before 
his desk. Both looked sheepish, worried. 


‘| want a detailed report on your surveillance,’ Hendricks 
said, 
striving to keep, his temper. 


'Yes, sir,’ P.C. Charles Randall said. 


‘And | want an explanation for what | found when | reached 
you .' 


‘Yes, sir.' Randall had the grace to blush. 
'That's all.’ Hendricks dismissed them. 


With the door closed behind them, the Inspector chewed 
his bottom 
lip, remembering. In all honesty he could not blame the 
pair. Forced 
to sit in a cramped car for ages, act the role of lovers. He 
frowned then. 
If only they had waited until after they went off-duty. 
Undoubtedly 


their passions had been responsible for Hooper getting 
away 

undetected. God, what a sight had greeted him when he 
opened the 

driver's door of the car... White buttocks bared to the 
prying eyes ofa 

dozen men! 


That Beryl was some woman. 


Shutting out the memory, Hendricks telephoned Steve 
Penn. 'How 
are your men?' he asked straight off 


‘Recovering, Inspector. Some will have aches and pains for 
a few 
weeks but, thank God, there are no serious internal 
injuries.’ 

| spoke to my superiors this morning .. .' 

Steve's sucked in breath sounded loud. 


Hendricks smiled to himself. 'No charges are being 
brought against 
Welling. Indeed, there is talk of a police commendation for 
him.' 

‘I'd appreciate it, Inspector.’ 

‘Yes, | guess you would!’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

‘It would create a favourable image when you're looking 


for more 
agency work.' Hendricks laughed. 


‘| don't think I'd trade on Boots's dilemma,' Steve replied 
down the 
‘phone. 'He's going to have some problems, you know. The 
Skinheads 
we arrested were all his mates.’ 


‘If only they hadn't used violence,' Hendricks mused. 
‘They did and I'm for throwing the book at every last one.’ 
‘| don't Suppose...’ 

Steve asked, 'What?' when the pause reached his ear. 


‘You need extra men to handle a growing business. Welling 
might 
like Chelterton.' 


‘That's up to him, Inspector.’ 

‘If | dropped a hint?’ 

‘I'd make the offer!’ 

Thanks,' Hendricks said and ended the conversation. 


He sat back, trying to understand himself. There had been 
anger 
last night directed against Penn for running the operation in 
a manner 
likely to bring about a loss of life. His wife, though, had not 
seen the 
issue quite so clearly and, more to the point, had convinced 
him not to 
press for upstairs ridicule. 


I'm changing, he thought. /'m changing and, by Christ, it 
isn't such 
a bad old world after all! 


Jack Hooper thanked the sunshine which let him wear dark 
glasses 
without looking the odd man out. So far the newspapers 
hadn't printed 
a picture of him. Not that every rozzer in the nation 
wouldn't have seen 
those old mug-shots that morning before going on the beat. 


Entering a greasy-spoon café he kept the glasses on. The 
police had 
a bloody habit of checking cafés, especially when a man 
might happen 
to want a breakfast or lunchtime snack. He knew the score. 
He'd been 
around. That much was in his favour. There were very few 
towns in 
the country he hadn't been in at least once, and always it 
seemed, when 
he was on the run. He didn't go for skipping to the 
countryside. A 
stranger stuck out like a sore thumb there and those village 
bobbies 
weren't always the yokels the fiction writers like to call 
them. Modem 
training methods had taken away the stigma. Turned 
friendly, helpful, 
red-faced "idiots" into sharper than tacks crime fighters. 


Ordering eggs and bacon, Hooper sat and cursed Boots 
Welling. If 
he ever got his hands on the bastard... 


He thought back to their first meeting after the class 
started. He 
should have found some excuse then to get rid of the 
broke. 


Stale fat odours drifted from the messy cooking area. His 
nose 
wrinkled in disgust but he stayed right where he was. It 
would take an 
effort to eat the damned muck being cooked. 


So what? . 


This was far from the first time he'd eaten greasy food and 
kept it 


down. There had been days, long ago, when even, this 
would have 

tasted like a four course meal in the Savoy. An era best 
forgotten! 


The money in his pocket burned holes in the material. Not 
the 
amount he'd hoped for but enough. More than four grand, 
all in used 
notes. 


He considered getting in touch with old mates and having 
false 
papers made - quickly shoved the notion aside. What with 
the ports 
and airfields being watched by Special Branch men on the 
lookout for 
IRA terrorists, the chance of getting to Europe was remote. 


No - he'd have to stay in England... 

Why not Scotland? 

Jesus, no! His accent would draw attention too fast. 

Where then? 

London? Liverpool? Manchester? Birmingham... 

Not Birmingham! The bombers had created a criminal 
wilderness 
there. Everybody and his brother-in-law would be alert, 
unpaid police 
spies reporting any suspicious character at once. 

He plumped for London. The bigger the haystack the 


harder the 
needle-finding bit. 


The unshaven café owner slapped his plate on the counter 
and 
quoted the price. About ten times what the bloody stuff is 


worth, 
Hooper thought and paid up. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


LEAVING the railway station, Steve Penn carried his 
overnight bag 
to a waiting taxi. The rest of the team would be in their 
hotel by now, 
thanks to Noel Muir's generous offer of a night out in 
London for those 
he considered had saved his stadium from an embarrassing 
loss. 


Things were certainly looking up for Steve Penn Associates 
now. 
The worry of an overdraft to keep solvent had been solved 
by the recent 
spate of newspaper publicity. Added to his success against 
the terrace 
terrors, a squad familiar with Kung Fu defensive tactics 
appealed to 
quite a few private companies. From an enquiry agency his 
concern 
was Steadily growing into a security organisation. Not 
precisely what 
he'd had in mind when he broke away from Cooper & Greer, 
his 
ex-employers. But who could afford to look the other way 
these days 
when opportunity was eagerly knocking! 


Lighting a cigarette he visualised the night ahead. Drinks, 
companions and a slap-up meal. Followed, of course, by a 
visit to a 


girlie show. Not one of those Soho strip joints, either. But a 
plush 

cabaret spot where birds pranced and kicked a high heel 
between 

topline acts. 


The taxi crawled through heavy afternoon traffic. For 
Steve this 
was the greatest failure of London. Clogged streets and 
mind-boggling 
fares to get from point "A" to point "B". Chelterton, now, 
was growing 
but the town planners had brought in some novel traffic- 
flow ideas. 
Watching frustrated private car drivers wedged into solid 
lines. Steve 
wanted to hand out leaflets telling them to pick up their 
mortgages and 
come to Chelterton. 


He noticed the way the Londoners dressed, too. Sloppy, to 
say the 
least. Uncaring, mostly. 


He sank back in his seat with a wide grin. He'd have to 
stop 
criticising. That act was strictly for the small community 
day-outters. 
He'd been around. Been to London several times, as a 
Skinhead 
following his club, and on business. He liked the Big Smoke, 
with 
reservations. 

Four days and still no trace of Hooper . .. 


A frown crossed his face. He hoped the man never found 
Boots. 
For all his skill, and Steve had to admit that Boots had quite 


a bit of 

skill, the ex-skinhead was no match for the faster, more 
cunning Kung 

Fu expert. 


Come to that, he allowed, neither am! The taxi reached 
his 
destination and he paid the driver, adding a tip. When the 
man stared 
at the coin Steve realised even these friendly gestures were 
costing 
more - and added an extra 10p. 


‘Thanks, guv,' the man growled and swung from the kerb 
as if the 
furies of Hell were on his tail. 


‘The best of British to you, too,’ Steve muttered and 
swung to find a 
uniformed doorman lifting his bag. 


'You have a reservation, sir?' 
Steve nodded. 'Yes - Mr Muir's party.' 
‘Oh ae ot 


The man seemed less inclined to carry the bag. Steve 
guessed why - 
none of his men would have bothered about individual tips. 
The blazes 
with inflation! Let the stuffed-up bastard suffer until we're 
inside! 

The lobby was spacious, neat, clinical. A few porters 
hovered near 
the reception desk. A blonde with an eye for millionaire 
guests gave 
him a glance and settled back to checking registration 
cards. The 
doorman dropped his bag, started to walk away. 


'Here', Steve said and held out two ten-pence coins. 


The man beamed accepted them with a nod to one of the 
hawking 
porters. 'Thank you, sir!' He marched off in prey for another 
sucker. 


‘May | have my room key,' Steve asked the blonde. Barely 
lifting 
her head she sighed. 'Have you a booking, sir?’ 

‘Steve Penn - Mr Muir made the arrangements. ' 


‘Oh, Mr Muir ...' The blonde's eyes brightened. 'Room 
509, Mr 


Penn... . I She went to a board and deftly removed his key, 
right leg 

swinging backwards to display her shapely thigh, the curve 
of buttocks. 


She's on the make, Steve thought. Muir must have spread 
it on 
thick when he booked them in. Probably mentioned he 
owned a 
stadium and God knows what else. 


‘If there's anything . . .' the blonde said, stressing 
"anything". 
'There won't be,' Steve told her and before the porter 


could stoop for 
his bag, the ex-skinhead was partway to the lifts. 


Money still doesn’t grow on trees, Steve kept telling 
himself as the 
elevator whooshed gently to the fifth floor. l'm not a 
cheapskate but 
these vultures make me sick. 


Boots Welling put down the paperback he'd been reading 
and flung 
his legs off the bed. 'Hi, Steve,' he said. 'I'm next door - the 
connecting 
bathroom wasn't locked. ' 


Placing his bag on a chair, Steve asked, ‘Isn't your room 
comfortable?’ 


Hurriedly smoothing the surface of Steve's bed, Boots 
grinned and 
hung his head sheepishly. 'Sorry, | wanted to have a talk 
with you .. .' 


Going to a picture window with a fantastic view of 
London's 
changing skyline, Steve tried not to burst out laughing. He 
understood 
Boots's complaint - loneliness. And a desperate need to 
communicate 
with someone he considered a friend. 


This do tonight,' Boots said. 


Steve turned. 'If you're worried about it - don't be! Muir's a 
nice 
guy and the lads will make you belong.' 

Boots - shrugged. 'It wasn't that, Steve,' he said. ‘Frankly, 
I'm not 
sure how to put it.' 


‘Let yourself go,' Steve suggested. 


Taking a deep breath the ex-skin gushed: 'l've got the 
worst bloody 
attack of diarrhoea! If it stays like this | won't... oops, 
excuse me!’ 
He dashed for the bathroom. 


‘Try a pound of cheese,' Steve shouted, killing himself by 
bottling 


up a belly laugh. 


Alone, he took a good look at his room. Again a clinical 
sterility 
made itself felt. Bed neat except where Boots had lain on it, 
armchair 
and writing table with straight-backed chair, standard light 
and cream 
fringed shade, bedside lighting attached to the wall as was 
a 
four-station radio outlet, heavy curtains drawn back from 
the large 
window. All a visitor could want and not feel at home. 


How the hell people could live in an hotel for ages, and 
ages! 

If | ever fall on hard times when I'm older they won't get 
me into a 
residential hotel and that's for sure, he thought. 


Unpacking, he hung his best suit in a cupboard and placed 
his new 
shoes beneath it. The owner of a company had to dress for 
the occasion 
he believed. 


There was a telephone in the room too, and he called the 
operator. 
‘Do you have a doctor attached to the hotel, miss?' he 
asked. 

‘Yes, sir - he isn't in right now. ' 

‘Could you ask him to ring me when he returns?’ 

‘Certainly, sir. May | say what is wrong?’ 

'Er,' Steve almost fluffed it but finally replied, 'Stomach 
flu, | 
think.’ 


He thought he heard a slight chuckle as the operator 
disconnected 
him. Damn Boots! 


He pondered the wisdom of calling Muir to let him know 
about 
Boots's condition, decided against. He could see what the 
doctor said 
first. And there was another reason for not contacting the 
Scotsman 
before five p.m. He wanted to nip out and see a solicitor. 
He'd had the 
notion on the train from Chelterton. Since the business had 
grown he 
felt it unwise for him to own the company lock, stock and 
barrel. He 
wanted Debbie Locke to have shares so whatever happened 
to him 
would not leave her destitute. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


THANKFULLY for the ex-skinhead his diarrhoea responded 
to 
medicine. Walking alongside Steve, a huge satisfied smile 
on his face, 
Boots said, 'What a nosh-up that was, eh?’ 


Steve nodded, conscious of Muir's long strides eating up 
the 
pavement. Following the man meant running the risk of 
getting a 
furled umbrella shoved down one's throat or a handbag 
slammed into a 
cheek. Muir didn't seem aware of the animosity in his wake 
from 
people roughly pushed off the street. 


‘Where are we going, anyway?’ Boots asked. 


'A show not far away.' He quickened his step. 'If we don't 
run out 
of steam. ..' 


Boots lapsed into silence. Behind them, the rest of the 
gang 
mentally cursed Muir for his speeding. They wanted to 
sight-see. To 
chat up a few birds - and there were enough of those. 


Steve tapped his inside breast pocket. The legal papers 
were still 
there. He'd been surprised how simple it was to give away 
half his 


business. Oh, well - it would stay in the family. Debbie 
wanted that 
wedding faster than fast. 


They entered a series of narrow lanes criss-crossing taxi- 
jammed 
streets where a variety of ages and colours mingled as 
theatre-goers 
hurried to get their seats before the curtains rose. 

Boots kept swivelling his head on erect shoulders, eyes 
switching 
from sight to sight. 'God, how does anybody know where 
they're going 
in this?’ he asked, mystified. 

Steve gestured at Muir's vanishing rear. 'He does and what 
the 
hell's he trying to do? Break a land speed record?’ 

Boots started to laugh ... 

Froze in his tracks! 

‘Look!' he yelped. 

Steve swung on one heel, collided with an irate girl. 
‘Watch it,' she 
Snapped. 

‘Over there!’ Boots pointed frantically. 

Steve looked, felt his belly, muscles tighten into knots. 

‘Hooper!’ Boots said. 

The Terrace Patrol swarmed in behind Steve. 

‘We've got to grab him,' Steve said ruefully. 

‘Muir'll wonder where we are,' Boots remarked, not 


overjoyed at the 
prospect of tangling with the Kung Fu criminal. 


‘Chase after him,' Steve said, letting Boots off the hook. 
‘Explain 
what's what!' To his men he said, 'Ready?' 


Heads nodded a willingness to follow. 


Steve crossed the street, dodging taxis. Hooper kept 
walking, 
believing he was safe with the leisurely strolling gait. 


| wish | wasn't wearing this suit, Steve thought. 


‘There's a copper,’ one of his men said, tapping Steve's 
shoulder. 


‘You fill him in and catch up!' Steve said, not once taking 
his eyes 
from Hooper's back. He didn't want to lose his quarry in this 
rabbit-warren district - an easy thing considering the 
density of the 
crowds. 


The Penn-man took off, running towards the officer 
standing 
outside a tobacconist's. 


At that moment... 
Hooper glanced over his shoulder! 


‘Let's get him!1 Steve shouted, breaking into a run now, 
too. 


Hooper tensed, counted the odds. One or two of these 
jokers he 
could handle but not the whole bunch. They were almost on 
him when 
he whirled, scattered a group of giggling girls with a vicious 
chop to 
one's breasts . . . darted into an alley. 


Steve circled the screaming girl, tried to be gentle pushing 
her 


mates aside, and entered the alley. 


Hooper controlled his breathing, staying to the back of a 
darkened 
doorway that had once been the entrance to a sleazy strip- 
club. 
Discoloured nudes in a glass-broken frame teased him. 


When he saw the alley devoid of all movement, Steve 
came to a halt 
and let his body drink in air in huge gulps. One by one his 
men caught 
up, silenced by a finger across Steve's lips. Using sign 
language, Steve 
deployed his small force. Three men for each side of the 
alley and 
himself in the centre from where he could look into every 
hiding place 
as they came to it. 


Hooper caught the flicker in the broken glass and tensed, 
a snake 


ready to strike. He waited... waited... watching Steve's 
reflection 
growing larger... larger. 


Fortunately, glass and mirrors have a habit of letting the 
watched 
watch. Steve saw the paleness of hands held for an attack 
at an angle. 
He could not be sure how far back Hooper was in the 
doorway but at 
least, he thought, /'m not going to be taken by surprise. 


Placing each foot ahead so that his balance kept shifting 
perfectly, 
Steve took the final step and dropped into a bak hok sik, 
crane stance. 


Hooper leaped from hiding, right foot aiming for the groin, 
spearing 
hands already starting their deadly journey. 


Steve's raised leg moved but slightly, brushing off 
Hooper's kick. 
Both arms parried the spear-thrusts and he delivered a 
beautifully 
executed poisoned hand blow to the side of his opponent's 
jaw. 

Hooper groaned, tried to recover swifter than Steve's 
ability to land 
another telling strike. 


One of Steve's men came into vision, using his pathetic 
little 
knowledge to excellent advantage. A terrible, high heel-kick 
powered 
into Hooper's face, the foot snapping back the man's head. 


Steve watched the slow-motion collapse of their mutual 
enemy, 
praying that the kick hadn't been delivered lethally. He 
knew what one 
of those could do - break a neck like straw. 


A brassy, busty blonde flung herself forward straight into 
her 
companion’s arms and, to a burst of applause, sank back 
onto her feet 
and took a bow. 


'Well?' Muir asked. 


Boots grinned and lifted his drink. 'I'd never many a bird 
like that,’ 
he declared. 


Steve Penn smiled, knowing exactly what the other meant. 
Men 


didn't marry this type of woman - they simply made friends 
with them 
for the evening. And the night! 


‘I'm in your debt even more now,' Muir remarked to Steve, 
pocket 
bulging with cash. 


‘That was Tim's idea,' Steve laughed. 'We thought Hooper 
had 
bought his ticket. Tim didn't. He saw the cash... and 
helped 
himself! 


Muir nodded thoughtfully. 'There'll be a reward from me 
but not 
until the police clear everything ...' 


‘No hurry,' Steve said, lighting a cigarette. 'We're only too 
glad to 
be of service and knowing that Hooper is safely behind bars 
must make 
Boots here pleased as punch.' He kidded his mate: 'I guess 
you won't be 
needing your medicine now, eh?' 


Boots turned a peculiar colour. Some people would have 
called ita 
blush. Others embarrassment. 'Bastard!' he said, like a 
genuine 
Skinhead to a good mate. 


